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TO THE 

Lord Marquefs 
o F 

WORCESTER. &c. 
MY LORD, IT is a common Notiony that gathers as it goes, and is al- 

mojl become a vulgar Error,That Dedications in our Agey 
are only the effetts of Flatteryy a form of Complement, 
and no more; fo that the Great, to whom they are only 

due,decline thofe Noble Patronages that were fo generally al¬ 
low d the Ancient Poets ; fence the Awful Cufiom has been fo 
fcandalizd by mijlaken Addreffes, and many a worthy Piece 
is lofi for want of fome Honourable Protection, and fome- 
times many indifferent ones traverfe the World with that 
advantagious Pafport only. 

This humble Offeringy which I prefume to lay at your 
Lordjhip's Feety is of that Critical Nature y that tt 
does not only require the Patronage of a great Title, but of 
a great Man tooy and there is often times a vajl difference 
between thofe two great Things $ and amongfl all the mojl 
Elevated, there are but very few in whom an illuftrious 
Birth and equal Parts compleat the Hero; but among thofey 
ywr Lordfhip bears the firjl Rank, from a juCl Claim, loth 
of the Glories of your Race and Vertues. Nor need we look 
back into long pajl Ages, to bring down to ours the Magnani¬ 
mous deeds of your Anceflors : We need no more than to be- 
hold (what we have Jo often done with wonder) thofe of the 
Great Duke of Beauford, your Illujtrious Father, whofe every 
Jingle Allion is a glorious and lajling Prefedent to all the 
future Great; whoje unfhaken Joyalty, and all other eminent 
Vertues, have rendred him to us, J'omething more than 
Man, and which alone, deferving a whole Volume, wou d be 
here but to leffen his Fame, to mix his Grandeurs with 
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The Epiftle Dedicatory. 
thofe of any other ; and while I am fd dr effing to the Son, 
who is only worthy of that Nolle Blood he loafs,and who gi ves 
the World a Profpeft of thofe comingGallantries that will 
Equal thofe of his Glorious Father ; already, My Lord, all 
you Jay and do is admir'd, and every touch of your Pen re¬ 
verend d ; the Excellency and Quicknefs of your Wit, is the 
S uljeft that fits the World mofi agree ally. For my own part, 
I never prefume to contemplate your Lordjhip, but my Soul 
lows with a perfect Veneration to your mighty Mind; and 
while I have ador'd the delicate Fjfelts'of your uncommon 
Wit, I have wifFd for nothing more than an Opportunity of 
expr effing my inf nit e Senfe of it; and this Ambition, my 
Lord, was one Motive of my prefent Prefumption in the De¬ 
dicating this Farce to your Lordjhip. 

I am fenfible, my Lord, how far the Word Farce might 
have offended fome, whoje Titles of Honour, a Knack in 
dreffing, or his Art in writing a Billet Deux, had leen his 
chiejejl Talent, and who, without confidering the Intent, 
Gharaller, or Nature of the thing, woud have cry9d out up¬ 
on the Language, and have damn'd it (lecaufe the Perfons 
in it did not all talk like Hero s) as too delas d and vulgar 
to entertain a Man of Quality ; lut I am fecure from this 
Cenfure, when your Lordjhip Jhall le its Judge, whofe refind 
Sence, and Delicacy of Judgment, will, thro’ all the humble 
Aft ions and trivialnefs of Bufinefsfind Nature there,and that 
Diverfion which was not meant for the Numbers, who comprev 
bend nothing beyond the Show and Buffoonry. 

A very barren and thin hint of the Plot I had from the 
Italian, and which, even as it was, was afted in France 
eighty odd times without intermijfion. Tis now much alter d, 
and adapted to our Englifh Theatre and Genius, who 
cannot find an Entertainment at fo cheap a Rate as the French 
will, who are content with almoft any Incoherences, howfoe- 
ver fouffled together under the Name of a Farce; which 1 
have endeavour d as much as the thing woud bear, to bring 
within the compafs of Pojfilility and Nature, that I might 
as little impofe upon the Audience as I coild; all the Words 
are wholly new, without one from the Original. *Tv:as cal¬ 
culated for His late Majejly of Sacred Memory, that Great 

Patron 



The Epiftte Dedicatory. 
Patron of Nolle Poetry, and the St age, for whom the Mufes 
muft for ever mourn, and whofe Lojs, only the Rlejfing of fo 
IUuJlrious a Succcffor can ever repair ; and ’tis a great Pi¬ 
ty to fee that lejt and mojl ufeful Diverfion of Mankind\ 
whofe Magnificence of*old, was the mo Pi certain fign of a flou- 
rifhiug State, now quite undone by the Mifapprehenfion of 
the Ignorant, and M/freprefentings of the Fnvious, which 
evidently /hows the World is improv'd in nothing but Pride 
III Nature, and affetted Nicety ; and the only Diverfion 
ef the Town now, is high Difpute, and publick Controverfies 
in Taverns, Coffee-houjes, &c. and thofe things which ougjjt 
to be the greatejl Myfieries in Religion, and fo rarely the 
Bufinefs of Difcourfe, are turn'd into Ridicule, awcl look 
but like fo many fanatical Stratagems to mine the Pulpit as 
well as the Stage. The Defence of the firjl is left to the Re¬ 
verend Gown, but the departing Stage can be no otherwife 
restored, but by fame leading Spirits, fo Generous, fo Pub- 
lick, and fo Indefatigable as that of your Lordfhip,whofe Pa¬ 
tronages are fufficient to fupport it, whofe Wit and Judgment 
to defend it, and whofe Goodnefs and Quality to jufiifie it ; 
fuch Encouragement woud infpire the Poets with new Arts 
to pleafe, and the Attors with Induftry. ’Twos this that oc- 
cafiondJo many Admirable Plays heretofore, as ShakefpearV, 
Fletchers, and Johnfon's, and'twos this alone that made 
the Town able to keep fo many Play-houfes alive, who now 
cannot fupply one. However, my Lord, I, for my part, will no 
longer complain, if this Piece find but favour in your Lord- 
fhip's Ejes, and that it can be fo happy to give your 
Lord/hip one hours Diverfion, which is the only Honour and 
Fame is wifh d to crown all fhe Endeavours of. 

My Lord, 

Your Lorclfhips 

Moft Humble, and 

Moft Obedient 
Servant, 

A • Pehn*. 



PROLOGUE 
Spoken by Mr. f event, 

-■* ' ■ ■ LOng, and at vafl Expence the induftrious Stage 
Has ftrove to pleafe a dull ungrateful Age: 
With Hero’s and with Gods we firft began, 
And thunder’d to you in Heroick Strain. 

Some dying Love-lick Queen each Night you injoy'd. 
And with Magnificence, at laft were cloy’d : 
Our Drums and Trumpets frighted all the Women j 
Our fighting fear’d the Beaux and Billet Deux Men. 
So Spark in an Intrigue of Quality, 
Grows weary of his fplendid Drudgery; 
Hates the Fatigue, and cries a Pox upon her. 
What a damn’d buftle’s here with Love and Honour. 

In humbler Comedy, we next appear, 
No Fop or Cuckold, but flap-dafh we had him here ; 
We fhow’d you all, but you malicious grown. 
Friends Vices to expofe, and hide your own \ 
Cry, Dam it-This is iuch, or fuch a one. 
Yet netled, Plague, What do’s the Scribler mean ? 
With his damn'd Chara&ers, and Plot obfeene. 
No Woman without Vizard in the Nation, 
Can fee it twice, and keep her Reputation-that’s certain 
Forgetting- 
That he himfelf, in every grofs Lampoon, 
Her lewder Secrets fpread about the Town; 
Whir ft their feign’d Niceneis is but cautious Fear/ 
Their own Intrigues fhou’d be unravel d here. 

Our next Recourse was dwindling down to Farce, 
Tht.-i—Zounds, what Stuff’s here ? "tisall o’re my- ■ .. 
Weil, Gentlemen, knee none of thefe has fped, 
’GT we-have bought a fhare i th fpeaking Head. 
Sp there you’l fave a Sice, 
Y. a love Good Husbandry in all but Vice \ 
Whoring and Drinking, only bears a Price. 

The 



TV Head rifts ttfm * tmifteJ Pofi, on a Bench from tmdf 
the Stage. After Jevern /peaks to its Month. 

Oh!-Oh!-Oh! 
Stcntor Oh!-Oh! ——Qh l 

After this it frtgs Sawny, Laughs 7 crys God blefs the 
King in order. 

Stcntor Attfrerj. Speak lowder Jcvcrn, if you’d have me repeat j 
Plague of this Rogue, he will betray the Cheat. 

He freaks lowder, it anfwers indirectly. 

--Hum-There *tis again, 
Pox of your Echo with a Northern Strain. 
Well,-This will be but a nine days wonder too 7 
There’s nothing lading but the Puppets Show. 
What Ladies heart fo hard, but it wou’d move. 
To hear Philander and Irene'*s Love. 
Thofe Sifters too, the fcandalous Wits do fay, 
Two namelefs, keeping Beaux, have made fo gay 7 
But thofe Amours are perfed Sympathy, 
Their Gallants being as meer Machines as they. 
Oh! how the City Wife, with her nown Ninny, 
Is charm’d with, Come into my Coach-Mis Jinny, Mis Jinny. 
But overturning--—Frible crys-—Adznigs, 
The jogiing Rogue has murther’d all his Kids. 
The Men of War cry Pox on’t, this is dull, 
We are for rough Sports,-DogHedor, and the Bull. 
Thus each in his degree, Diver lion finds, 
Your Sports are fuited to your mighty Minds } 
Whilft fo much Judgment in your Choice you fhow, 
The Puppets have more Sence than fame of you. 

PER- 



Odor Baliardo. , Mr.Underbill. 
Scaramouch, bis Man. Mr. Lee. 

Pedro, bis 'Boy. 

Don Cinthio,Don Charmante,'\ 
both Nephews to tbe Vice>P(py,( Young Mr. Potoel. 
and Lowers of Elaria and ( Mr. Mumford. 
Bellemante. J 

Harlequin, Cinthio’s Man. Mr. JeVem. 
Officer and Clark. 
Elaria,Daughter to tbe Dodror. Mrs. Cooke. 
Bellemante, Niece to the *> , , 

Dodor. / Mrs- Mmjorl 

Moplophil GoVernante to the') /- 
young Ladies. j • L • 

The Perfons in tbe Moon, are Don Cinthio, Emperor; 
Don Charmante, Prince of Thunderland. 

Their Attendants, Perfons that reprejent tbe (hurt 

Qtrds. 
Keeplair and Gallileus, ttro Pbilofophers. 

Twelve Perfons reprefenting tbe Figures of tbe twelve 
Signs of tbe Zodiack. 

Negroes, and Perfons that Dance. 
Mufick, ]fett\e*Drums, and Trumpets. 

The SCENE, NAPLES. 
FARCE. 
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FARCE- 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

\A Q>dmber. 
✓ 

Enter Elaria and Moplbphil. , 

I. 
ACurfe upon that faithlefs Maid\ 

Who firfi her Sexes Liberty betrayed $ 
Born free as Man to Love and Range, 
Till Nobler Nature did to Cuflom change. 
Cuftom, that dull excufe for Fools, 
Who think all Vertue to confefi in Rules. 

From Love our Fetters never fprung., 
That fmiling God\ all wanton Gay and Toting, 
Shows by his Wings he cannot be 
Confined to a refilefs Slavery; 
But here and there at random roves, 

Not fixt to glittering Courts or fbady Groves, 



Than jhe that Conflancy ProfeJlr 
Was hut a well diffembler at the be/l; 
And that imaginary Jway 
She feigned to give, in feeming to obey. 
Was hut the height of Prudent Art, 
To deal with greater Liberty her Heart. 

[After the Song Elaria give-4 
her Lute to MopfophiL 

Ela. This docs not divert me: 
Nor nothing will, till Scaramouch return, 
And bring me News of Cinthio. 

Mop. Truly I was fo fieepy laft Night, I know nothing 
of the adventure, for which you are kept fo clofe a Prifoner 
to Day, and more ftri&ly guarded than ufual. 

Ela. Cinthio came with Mufiek laft Night under my 
Window, which my Father hearing fallyed out with his. 
Mermidons upon him; and clalhing of Swords I heard, but 
what hurt was done, or whether Cinthio were difcovered 
to him, I know not; but the Billet I fent him now 
by Scaramouch, will occasion me foon intelligence. 

Mop. And fee Madam where you trufty Roger comes. 

Enter Scaramouch peeping on all /ides before he enters. 

--You may advance, and fear none but your Friends.. 
Scar. Away and keep the door. 
Ela. Oh dear Scaramouch! halt thou been at the Vice- 

Roys ! 
Scar. Yes, yes.- [In heat. 
Ela. And haft thou delivered my Letter,to his Nephew, 

Don Cinthio ? 
Scar. Yes, Yes, what Ihould I deliver elfe* 
Ela. Well—and how does he? 

[Fanning himfelf with his Cap. 
Scar. Lord, how Ihou’d he do? Why, what a Laborious 

thing it is to be a Pimp? 
Ela. Why,well he ihou’d do. 
Scar. So he is, as well as a Night adventuring Lover can 

be, —^-he has got but one wound^Madam. - Ela. 



Ela. lioWt 
Mortal? 

Scar. Why, I have no .great skill, -but tlicy lay it 
may be Dangerous. 

Ela. I Dye with fear, where is he wounded? 
Scar. Why, Madam, he is run-quit thorough the 

—>— heart, -.-but the Man may Live, ifl pleafc. 
Ela. Thou pleafe! Torment me not with Ridles. 
Scar. Why, Madam, there is a certain cordial Balfam, 

called a fair Lady ; which outwardly applyed to his Bo- 
lom, will prove a better cure than all your Weapon or 
Sympathetick Powder, meaning your Ladylhip. 

Ela. Is Cinthio then not wounded ? 
Scar. No otherwife than by your fair Eyes, Madam; he 

got away unfeen and unknown. 
Ela. Doll know how precious time is, and doll thou 

Fool it away thus ? what laid he to my Letter ? 
Scar. What fhould he lay ? 
Ela. Why a hundred dear loft things of Love, kils it as 

often, and blefs me for my goodnefs. 
Scar. Why fo he did. 
Ela. Ask thee a thoufand quellion of my health after my 

lafl nights fright. 
Scar. So he did. 
£/./.Exprell]ng all the kind concern Lovecou’d infpire,for 

the punifhment my Father has inllidtcd on me, for enter¬ 
taining him at my Window laft Night. 

Scar. All this he did. 
Ela. And for my being confin’d a Prifoner to my Apart¬ 

ment, without the hope or almoft polfibility of feeing him 
any more. 

Scar. There I think you are a little miftaken, for befides 
the Plot that I have laid to bring you together all this 
Night,-there are fucli Stratagems abrewing, not only 
to bring you together, but with your Fathers conlent too; 
Such a Plot, Madam. 

Ela. Ay that wou’d be worthy of thy Brain; prcthee 
what- 

Scar. Such a device. 
B i Eh. 

v ™ Vx V 
wounded day you ? Oh Heavens not 



(4) 
Ela. I’m impatient. 
Scar. Such la Canundrum, ——well if there be wife 

Men and Conjurers in the World, they are intriguing 
Lovers. 

Ela. Out with it. 
Scar. You muift know,Madam, your Father, (my Mafter, 

the Do&or,) is a little Whimfical, Romantick, or Doa 
Quick-fottilh, or fo.— 

Ela. Or rather Mad. 
Scar. That were uncivil to be fuppofed by me; but Lu- 

natick we may call him without breaking the Decorum of 
good Manners; for he is always travelling to the Moon. 

Ela. And fo Religioufly believes there is a World there, 
that he difcourfes as gravely of the People, their Govern¬ 
ment, Inftitutions, Laws, Manners, Religion and Confuta¬ 
tion, as if he had been bred a Machiavel there. 

Scar. How came he thusinfedted firft > 
Ela. With reading foolilh Books, Lucians Dialogue of 

the Lofty Traveller, who flew up to the Moon, and thence 
to Heaven; an Heroick bufinefs called, The Man in the Moont 
if you’ll believe a Spaniard, who was carried thether, upon 
an Engine drawn by wild Getfe; with another Philofophi- 
cal Piece, A Difeourfe of the World in the Moon; with a 
thoufand other ridiculous Volumes too hard to name. 

Scar. Ay, this reading of Books is a pernicious thing. I 
was like to have run Mad once, reading Sir John Mandi- 
vel; —.-but to the bufinefs,-1 went, as you 
know, to Don Cinthio’s Lodgings, where I found him with 
his dear Friend Charmante, laying their heads together for 
a Farce. 

Ela, A Farce.- 
Scar. Ay a Farce, which fhall be called, -the 

World in the Moon. Wherein your Father fhall be fo 
impos’d on, as fhall bring matters moft magnificently a- 
bout_ 

Ela. I cannot conceive thee, but the defign muft be good 
fince Cinthio and Charmante own it. 

Scar. In order to this, Charmante is drafting himfelf like 
one of the Caballifts of the Rofacrufiar. Order .and is coming 

to 



(O 
to prepare my credulous Mailer for the greater impolition* 
I have his trinckets here to piay upon him, which ihall be 
ready. 

Ela. But the Farce, where is It to be Aded; 
Scar. Here, here, in this very Houfe ; I am to order the 

Decoration, adorn a Stage, and place Scenes proper. 
Ela. How can this be done without my Father’s know¬ 

ledge ! 
Scar. You know the old Apartment next the great 

Orchard, and the Worm-eaten Gallery, that opens to 
the River; which place for feveral years no Body has fre¬ 
quented, there all things fliall be Aded proper for our 
purpol’e. 

Enter Mopfa running.. 

Mopfa. Run, Run Scaramouch, my Mailers Conjuring for 
you likeyMad below, he calls up all his little Divels with 
horrid Names, his MicroJ'cope, his Horofcope, his Telefcope, 
and all his Scopes- 

Scar. Here, here, -1 had almolt forgot the Letters; 
here’s one for you, and one for Mrs. Bellemante. 

\_runs out. 
I 

Enter Bellemante with a Book. 

Bell. Here, take my Prayer Book, Oh Matres chear. 

[.Embraces her. 
Ela. Thy Eyes are always laughing, Bellemante. 
Bel. And fo would yours had they been fo well im- 

ployed as mine, this Morning. I have been at the Cha¬ 
pel; and feen fo many Beaus, fuch a Number of Plumeys, 
I cou’d not tell which I Ibou'd look on moll, fometimes 
my heart was charm’d with the gayj Blonding, then with 
the Melancholy Noire, annon the amiable brunet, fome¬ 
times the bafhful, then again the bold; the little now', 
anon the lovely tall! In fine, my Dear, I was embarafs’d 
on all Tides, I did nothing but Ideal my heart tout an 
toore. 

EU. 
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Ela. Oh there was then no danger, Coufin. 
Bel. No but abundance of Pleasure. 
Ela. Why, this is better than fighing for Charmante. 
Bel. That’s when he’s prefent only, and makes his Court 

to me; I can figh to a Lover, but will never figh after him, 
-but Oh the Beaus, the Beaus, Coufin, that I law at 
Church. 

Ela. Oh you had great Devotion to Heaven then! 
Bel. And fo I had; for I did nothing but admire its han¬ 

dy work, but I cou’d not have pray’d heartily if I had been 
dying; but a deuce on’t, who fliou’d come in and fpoyl all 
but my Lover Charm ante, fo dreft, fo Gallant, that he drew 
together all the fcatter’d fragments of my heart, confin’d 
my wandering thoughts, and fixt ’em all on him; Oh how 
lielook’t, how he was drels’d! 

Sings. 

Chivalter, a Chevave Blond, 
Plus de Mouche, Plus de Powdre 
Pie us de Rilons et Cannons. 

-Oh what a dear ravilhing thing is the beginning of 
an Amour ? 

Ela. Thou’rt {till in Tune, when wilt thou be tame, 
Be llem ante? 

Bel. When I am weary of loving, Elaria. 
Ela. Tokeep up your Humor, here’s a Letter from your 

Charmante. 

Bel. reads. j\ yf Alicious Creature, when wilt thou ceafe 
to torment me, and either appear lefs 

charming or more kind. I languifh when from you, and, am 
wounded when Ifee you, and yet I am eternally Courting my 
Pain. Cinthio and I are contriving how we fhall fee you t o 
Night. Let us not toyl in vain; we ask but your confent; the 
pleafure will be all ours ; ’tis therefore fit we fuffer all the 
fatigue. Grant this’ and Love me,if you willfave the Life of 

Your Charmante. 

Live 
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Live theft Ckarmante! Live, as long asLovc caalafth 

Ela. Well, Coufrn, Scaramouch tells me of a rare dcfign’s 
a hatching, to relieve us froiir this Captivity; here are we 
mew’d up to be efpous’d to two Moon-calfs for ought I 
know; for the Devil of any Human tiling is fufler’d to 
come near us, without our Governante and Keeper, Mr. 
Scaramouch. 

A?/. Who,if he had no more Honefly,and Confcience,than 
my Uncle, wou'd let us pine for want of Lovers; but thanks 
be prais'd the Generofity of our Cavaliers has open’d their 
obdurate Hearts with a Golden key, that let's ’em in at all 
opportunities. Come, come, let’s in, and anfwer their Billet 
Deux. [ Exeunt.. 

SCENE II. A Carden. 

Enter Doctor, with all manner of Mathematical Injlruments, 
hanging at his Girdle ; Scaramouch hearing a Telefcope 
twenty £ or more) Foot long. 

Doll. O ET down the Telefcope.-Let me fee, 
what Hour is it ? 

Sea. About fix a Clock, Sir. 
Doll. Then 'tis about the Hour, that the great Monarch 

of the upper World enters into his Clofet; Moun^mount 
the Telefcope. 

Scar. What to do, Sir.* 
Doll. I underftand, at certain moments Critical, one 

may be fnatch’t of fuch a mighty confequence to let the 
light into the fecret Clofet. 

Scar. How, Sir, Peep into the Kings Clofet; under fa¬ 
vour, Sir, that will be fomething uncivil. 

Diw5f.UnciviI,it were flat Treafon if it fhou’d be known,but 
thus unfeen, and as wife Politicians fhou’d, f take Survey 
of all: This is the States-man’s peeping-hole,thorow which 
he Steals the fecrets of his King, and leems to wink at di- 
Lance. 

Scar. The very key-hole, Sir, thorow which with half 



(«) 
an Eye, lie fees him even at his Devotion, Sir. 

£ A knocking at the Garden Gate. 
Dolt. Take care none enter— [ Scar, goes to the Door. 
Scar. Oh, Sir, Sir, here’s fome drange great Man come 

to wait on you. 
Dolt. Great Man ! from whence ? 
Scar. Nay, from the Moon World, for ought I know, 

for he looks not like the People of the lower Orb. 
Dolt Ox / andthat may be: wait on him in. [Ex. Scar. 

Enter Scaramouch Eire, bowing before Charmante, drejl in 
a ftrange Fantaftical Habit, with Harliquin Salutes the 
Doctor. 

Char. Dowbor Baliardo, mod learned Sir, all Hail; Hail 
from the great Caballa-of Eutepia. 

Dolt. Moll Reverend Bard, thrice welcome. 
£ Salutes him low. 

Char. The Fame of your great Learning, Sir, and Ver- 
tue, is known with Joy to the renown’d Society. 

Dolt. Fame, Sir, has done me too much Honour, to 
bear my Name to the renown’d Caballa. 

Char. You mud not attribute it all to Fame, Sir, they 
are too learned and wife to take up things from Fame, Sir; 
our intleligence is by ways more fecret and fublime, the 
Stars, and little Daemons of the Air inform us all things, 
pad, prefent, and to come. 

Dolt. I mud confefs the Count of Gal ah ft, renders it 
plain, from Writ Divine and Humane, there are fuch 
friendly and intleligent Daemons. 

Char. I hope you do not doubt that Do<drine, Sir, which 
holds that the Four Elements are Peopl’d with Perfons of a 
Form and Species more Divine than Vulgar Mortals- 
thofe of the fiery Regions we call the Salamanders, they 
beget Kings and Heroes, with Spirits like their Deietical 
Sires the lovely Inhabitants of the Water, we callNymphs. 
Thofe of the Earth are Gnomes or Fayries. Thofe of the 
Air are Silfs. Thefe, Sir, when in Conjunction with Mor¬ 

tals, 
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tals, beget Immortal Races.Such as the firft born man, which 
had continu’d fo, had the firft Man ne’er doated on a Wo¬ 
man. 

Doit. I am of that opinion, Sir, Man was not made for 
Woman. 

Char. Moft certain, Sir, Man was to have been Immor- 
talliz’d by the Love and Converfation of thefe Charming 
Silfs and Nymphs, and Woman by the Gnomes and Sala¬ 
manders, and to have’ftock’d the YVorld with Demy Gods, ■ 
fucli as at this Day inhabit the Empire of the Moon. 

Doff. Moft admirable Philofophy and Reafon.-But 
do thefeSilfs and Nymphs appear in Ilia pcs ? 

Char. Of the moft Beautiful of all the Sons and Daugh¬ 
ters of the TJniverfe : Fancy, Imagination is not half fo 
Charming: And then fo foft, fo kind ! but none but the 
Caballa and their Families are bleft with their Divine Ad- 
dreflcs. Were you but once admitted to that Society.-* 

Doit. Ay, Sir, what Vertues or what Merits can accom- 
plifh me forthat'great Honour? 

Char. An abfolute abftinence from carnal thought, de¬ 
vout and pure of Spirit; free from Sin. 

Doit. I dare not toaft my Vertues, Sir; Is there no way 
to try my Purity ? 

Char. Are you very fecret. 
Doit. ’Tis my firft Principle, Sir—- 
Char. And one, the moft material in our Rojocrujian or¬ 

der. 
Char. Pleafe you to make a Tryal. 
Doit. As how, Sir, I befeech you ?- 
Char. If you be throwly purg’d from Vice, the opticles 

of your fight will be fo illuminated, that glancing through 
this Telefcope, you may behold one of thefe lovely Crea¬ 
tures, that people the vaft Region of the Air. 

Dott. Sir, you oblige profoundly. 
Char. Kneel then, and try your ftrength of Vertue, Sir. 

:—Keep your Eye fix’t and open. 
[ He looks in the Telefcope. 

C While 
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£ While he is looking, Charmante goes to the Door 

to Scaramouch, who waited on purpoje without, 
and takes a Glafs with a Pillure of a Nymph on it, 
and a light behind it^that as he brings it,itfhows 
to the Audience.Goes to the end of the Telefcope. 

—- . .Can’you difcern. Sir? 
Doll. Methinks I fee a kind of Glorious Cloud drawn 

Up-and now—-—’tis gone again. 
Char. Saw you no fuger ? 
Doll. None. 
Char. Then make a Ihort Prayer to Alikin, the Spirit of 

t-lte Eaft; fhake off all Earthly thoughts, and look again. 
[ He prays. Charmante puts the Glafs 

into the Mouth of the Telefcope. 
Doll. ——- Aftonilht, Ravifht with delight, I fee a 

Beauty young and Angel like, leaning upon a Cloud— 
Char. Seems file on a Bed, then fhe’s repofing, and you 

muft not gaze- 
Doll. Now a Cloud Veils her from me. 
Char. She faw you peeping then, and drew the Curtain 

of the Air between. 
Doll. l am all Rapture, 'Sir, at this rare Vifion-is’t 

poffible, Sir, that I may ever hope the Cortverfation of fo 
Divine a Beauty ? 

Char. Moll poffible, Sir ; they will Court you, their 
whole delight is to Immortallize—  Alexander was be¬ 
got by a Salamander, that vifited his Mother in the form 
of a Serpent,becaufe he wou’dnot make King Philip Jealous, 
and that famous Philofopher Merlin, was begotten on a 
Veftal Nun, a certain Kings Daughter, by a moft beauti¬ 
ful young Salamander-, as indeed all the Heroes, and men 
of mighty minds are. 

Dolt, Moft excellent7 
Char. The Nymph Egeria inamour’d on Numa Pompi- 

Uhs, came to him invifible to all Eyes elfe, and gave him 
all his Wifdom and Philofophy. Zoriafles, trifmegiflus, 
Apuleius, Afuinius, Albert us Magnus, Socrates and Fir- 
oil had their Zilphid,-which looliffi people call’d their 
Dxraon. or Devil But you are wife, Sir.——r— 

Doll, i.. 



DoEi. But do you imagine Sir, they will fall in Love 
with an old Mortal ? 

Char. They love not like the Vulgar* ’tis the Immortal 
Part they doat upon. 

DoEi. But Sir, I have a Neece and Daughter which I 
love equally, were it not poifible they might be Immor- 
talliz’d .» 

Char. No doubt on’t Sir, if they be Pure and Chaft. 
DoEi. I think they are,and I’ll take care to keep ’em fo; 

for I confefs Sir, I wou’d fain have a Hero to my Grand- 
fon. 

Char. You never law the Emperor of the Moon, Sir, 
the mighty Iredonozar ? 

DoEi. Never Sir; his Court I have, but ’twas confufed- 
ly too. 

Char. Refine your Thoughts Sir, by a moments Pray, 
and try again. [He prays. Char, claps the Glafs with the 

Emperour on it, he looks in and fees it. 
DoEi. It is too much, too much for mortal Eyes! I fee 

a Monarch feated on a Throne ——But fegms moft fad 
and penfive. 

Char. Forbear then Sir, for now his Love-Fit’s on, and 
then he wou’d be private. 

DoEi. His Love-Fit, Sir / 
Char. Ay Sir, the Emperor’s in Love with fome fair 

Mortal. 
DoEi. And can he not command her t 
Char. Yes, but her Quality being too mean, he ftruggles, 

tho’ a King ’twixt Love and Honour. 
DoEi. It were too much to know the Mortal, Sir > 
Char. ’Tis yet unknown,Sir, to the Caballifts, who now 

are ufing all their Arts to find her, and ferve his Majefty ; 
but now my great Affair deprives me of you : To morrow 
Sir, I’ll wait on you again; and now I’ve try’d your Ver- 
tue, tell you Wonders. 

DoEi. I humbly kifs your Hands, moft Learned Sir. 
[Charmante goes out. Doctor waits on him to the 

Door, and returns, to him Scaramouch. All this 
while Harlequin was hid in the Hedges, 

C z peeping 
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peeping 'now and then,and when his Mafler went 
out he was left behind. 

Sea. So, fo, Don Charmante has plaid his Part moft ex- 
quifitely; I’ll in and fee how it works in his Pericranium. 
-—Did you call Sir ? 

Doll. Scaramouch, I have, for thy fingular Wit and Ho- 
nefty, always had a Tendernefs for thee above that of ai 
Mafter to a Servant. 

Sea, I mull confeft it, Sir. 
Doll. Thou haft Vertue and Merit that deferves much. 
Sea. Oh Lord, Sir / 
Doll-. And [may make thee great,-all I require, is, 

that thou wilt double thy diligent Care of my Daughter 
and my Neece, for there are mighty things defign’d for 
them, if we can keep ’em from the fight of Man. 

Sea, The fight of Man, Sir / 
Doll. Ay, and the very Thoughts of Man,. 
Sea. What Antidote is there to be given to a young 

Wench, againft the Difeafe of Love and Longing ? 
Doll. Do you your Part, and becaufe.I know thee Dif- 

creet and.very Secret, I will hereafter difeover Wonders to 
thee.-On pain of Life, look to the Girls; that’s your 
Charge. 

Sea. Doubt me not, Sir, ancM hope your Reverence will 
reward my faithful Service with Mopfopbil, your Daugh¬ 
ters Governante, who is Rich, and has long had my Af- 
feftion, Sir. ['Harlequ. Peeping, cries—Oh Traitor ! 

Doll. Set not thy Heart on Tranfitories mortal, there’s 
better things in ftore-befides, I have promis’d her to 
a Farmer-for hi^Son.-—-Come in with me, and bring 
the Telefcope. [£x. Do<fto» and Scaramouch. 

[Harlequin comes out ott-the Stage. 
Har-. My Miftrifs Mopfopbil:to marry a Farmers Son/ 

What, am I then forfaken, abandon’d by the falfe fair One? 
-If I have Honour, I muft die-with Rage; 
Reproaching gently, and complaining madly. 
-—It is reiolv’d, I’ll hang my fell———No,-—When 
did I ever hear oi a Hero thathang’d.hm>felf ? no—’us-■ 
the Death of Rogues, What If I. drown my felf?-- 
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No,—Ufelefs Dogs and Puppies are drown’d; a Piflol or 
a Gaper on my own Sword wou’d look more nobly, but 
that I have a natural Averfion to Pain. Befidcs, it is as 
Vulgar as Rats-bane, or the fliceing of the Weafand. No> 
I’ll die a Death uncommon, and leave behind mean eter¬ 
nal Fame. I have fomewhere read an Author, either Anti- 
ent or Modern, of a Man that laugh’d to death.-1 
am very Tickliih, and am relblv’d—to dye that Death. 
-Oil Mopfophil, my cruel Mopfophil l [Pulls off his 

Flat, Sword and Shooes. 
*-And now, farewel the World, fond Love, and mortal 
Gares. [He falls to tickle himfelf his Headfis Ears, 

his Hrm-pits, Hands, Sides, and Soles of 
his Feet ; making ridiculous Cries and 
Noifes of Laughing feveral ways,with An- 
tick Leaps and Skips, at lafl falls down 
as dead* 

Enter Scaramouch. 

Sea. Harlequin was left in the Garden, I’ll tell him the 
News of Mopfophil. [Going forward, tumbles over him. 
Ha, whats here ? Harlequin Dead !— [Heaving him up, 

he flies into a Rage. 
Har. Who is’t that thus wou’d rob me of my Honour ? 
Sea. Honour, why I thought thou dll been dead. 
Har. Why fo I was, and the mod agreeably dead.-^ 
Sea. I came to bemoan with thee, the mutual lofc of 

our Miftrife. 
Har. I know it Sir, I know it, and that thou rt as falfe 

as fhe: Was’t not a Covenant between us, that neither 
fhou’d take advantage of the other,but both fhou’d have fair 
Play, and yet you bafely went to undermine, me, and ask 
her of the Dodfor ; but fince flic's gone, I fcorn to quarrel 
for her—-But let’s like loving Brothers,hand in hancf^ 
leap from fome Precipice into the Sea. 

Sea. What, and fpoil all my' Cloths? I thank you foir 
that ; no, I have a newer way : you know I lodge four 
pair of Stairs high, let’s aicend thither, and after laying our 
Prayers.-—r: Har* k 
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Har.—-Prayers! I never heard of a dying Hero 

that ever pray’d. 
Sea. Well, 'I'll not Hand .with you fora Trifle- 

Being come up. I’ll open the Calement, take you by the 
Heels, and fling you out into the Street,-after which, 
you have no more to do, but to come up and throw me 
down in my turn. 

Har. The Atchievment’s great and new ; but now I 
think on’t, I’m refolv’d to hear my Sentence from the 
Mouth of the perfidious Trollop, for yet I . cannot cre¬ 
dit it. 

I’ll to the Gypfie, tho’ I venture banging, 
To be undeceiv’d, ’tis hardly worth the hanging. 

[Exeunt. 

SC EN E II: The Chamber of Rellemante. 

Enter Scaramouch groping. 

Sea. Q O, I have got rid of my Rival, and fhall here get 
O an Opportunity to fpeak with Mopfophil, for 

hither fhe mu ft come anon, to lay the young Ladies 
Night-things in order j I’ll hide my felf in feme Corner till 
Ihe come. [Goes on to the further fide of the Stage. 

Enter Harlequin groping. 

Har. So, I made my Rival believe I was gone, and hid 
my felf, till I got this Opportunity to fteal to MopfophiPs 
Apartment, which muft be hereabouts, for from thefe 
Windows fhe us’d to entertain my Love. [Advances. 

Sea. Ha, I hear a fbft Tread,-if it were Mopfo- 
phil’s, fhe wou’d not come by Dark. [Har. advancing runs 

againfl a Table, and altnoft fir ikes himfelf backwards. 
Har. What was that i ——a Table,-There I 

may obfeure my felf.- [Groping for the fable. 
-What a Devil, is it vanifh’d .■> 
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Sea. Devil,-Vaniflfdy-What can this mean ? 

*Tis a Mans Voice.-If it lliou’d be my Maftcr the 
Dodor, now I were a dead Man;—he can’t fee me,— 
and I’ll put my felf into fuch a Pofture,that if he feel me,hc 
lhall as foon take me for a Church Spout as a Man. 

[He puts himfielf into a ' Pofture ridiculous, his 
Arms a-kimbo^ his Knees wide openy his Back- 
fide almojl touching the Ground, his Mouth 
ftretched wide, and his Eyes fairing. Harl. 
groping^ thrufts his Hand into his Mouthy he 
bites him, the other dares not cry out. 

Har. Ha, what’s this ? all Mouth, with twenty Rows 
of Teeth.-Now dare not I cry out, lead the Dodor 
fliou’d come, find me here, and kill me.*-I’ll try 
if it be. mortal.-— [Making damnable Faces and Signs of 

Pain, he draws a Dagger. Scar, fee Is ‘ 
the Point of ity and f brinks backy 
letting go his Hand. 

Scar. Who the Devil can this be ? I felt a Poniard, and 
am glad I fav’d my Skin from pinking, [Steals out. 

[Harlequin groping about, finds the Fable, on which 
there is a Carpet, and creeps under it, liftning., 

Enter Bellemante, with a Candle in one Handy and a Book 
in the other. 

Bel. I am in a Belle Humor for Poetry to N<ght,-*- 
I’ll make fome Boremes on Love. [She Writes and Studies. - 

Out of a great Curiofit\y—A Shepherd did demand of me 
“—No, no,-A Shepherd this implord of me.~^~~~ 

[Scratches out•, and Writes a new. 
Ay, ay, fo it lhall go.-Tell me, /aid hey- 
Can you Refign >-Pefig^ ay,-what lhall 
Rbime to Refign ?—Tell mey Jaid hey— [She lays down 

the TabletSy and walks about. 
[Harlequin peeps from under the Table, takes 

the Booky writes in ity and lays it up -before 
Jke can turn. 

^Reads'] 
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[Reads,] Ay, Ay,-So it lhall be,-Tell me, 

[aid he, my Bellemante -Will you he kind to your 
Charmante > '[Reads thofe two Lines, and is amazd. 
—-Ha,—Heav’ns ! Whats this > I am amaz’d / 
—And yeti’ll venture once more.— {Writes andfludies. 

{Writes i]—I llu(h'd, and veil'd my wifhing Eyes. 
{Lays down the Book, and walks as before. 

T~~—Wifhing Eyes -- [Har. Writes as before. 
[Har. writes!]-And anfwerd only with my Sighs. 

[She turns and takes the Tablet. 
Bell.-Ha,-What is this ? Witchcraft or fome 

Divinity of Love ? fome Cupid fure invifible.-- 
Once more I’ll try the Charm.- 

[Bell, writes.]—Coudla better way my Love impart * 

[Studies and walks. 
-Impart- [He writes as before. 
[Har. wri.]—And without [peaking, tell him all my Heart. 

Bell.*—’Tis here again, but where’s the Hand that writ 
it * [Looks about. 
--The little Deity that will be feen 
But only in his Miracles. It cannot be a Devil, 
For here’s no Sin nor Mifchief in all this. 

‘Charmante. She hides the Tablets he Jleps to hen 
andfnatches it from her and Reads. 

C har .Reads. \Out of a great Curiofity, 
A Shepherd this implor d of me. 
Tell me, [aid he, my Bellemiante. 
Will you be kind to your Charmante ? 
/ blufEd, and veild my wifhiug Eyes, 
And anfwer d only with my Sighs. 
Cou d la better way my Love impart ? 
And without jpeaking, tell him nil my Heart. 

Char. Whofe is this different Character ? [Looks angry. 
Bell. ’Tis yours for ought I know. 
Char. Away, my Name was put here for a blind. 

WhatRhiming Fop have you been clubbing Wit withal.-5 
Bell. 
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Bell. All, rnon Dieu !-Charmante Jealous / 
Char. Have I not caufe?—Who writ thefo Boremes e 
Bell. Some kind aflifting Deity, for ought I know. 
Char. Some kind aflifting Coxcomb, that I know. 

The Ink’s yet wet, the Spark is near I find.- 
Bell. Ah, Malurufe! How was I miftaken in this 

Man ? 
Char. Miftaken ! What, did you take me for, an eafie 

Fool to be impos’d upon ?—One that wou’d be cuckolded 
by every feather’d Fool ,• that you fliou’d call a-Beau 
un Gallant Huome. ’sdeath! Who wou’d doat upon a fond 
She-Fop >--A vain conceited Amorous Cocquett. 

[Goes out, Jhe pulls him bach. 

Enter Scaramouch, running. 

Sca.Oh Madam ! hide your Lover,or we are all undone. 
Char. I will not hide, till I know the thing that made 

the Verfes. [The DoSor calling as on the Stairs. 
DoS. Bellemante, Neece,-Bellemante. 
Scar. She’s coming Sir.-Where, where fliall I hide 

him ?-Oh, the Clofet’s open ! [Thrufis him into 
the Clofet by force• 

DoS. Oh Neece ! Ill Luck, Ill Luck, I muft leave you 
to night; my Brother the Advocate is fick, and has lent 
for me ; tis three long Leagues, and dark as ’tis, I muft 
go.—They fay he’s dying. * Here, take my Keys, and go 
into my Study, and look over all my Papers , and 
bring me all thofe Mark’d with a Crofs andFigure of Three, 
they concern my Brother and I. [*Pulls out his; Beys one 

falls do von. 
[She looks on Scaramouch, and makes pitiful Signs, 

and goes out. 
--Come Scaramouch, and get me ready for my 
Journey, and on your Life, let not a Door be open’d till 
my Return. [Ex. 

D Enter 
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Enter Mopfopfiil. Har.peeps from under the Talle. 

Har. Ha! Mopfophil, and alone ! 

Mop. Well, ’tis a delicious thing to be Rich; what a 
World of Lovers it invites : I have one for every Hand, 
and the Favorite for my Lips. 

Har. Ay, him wou’d I be glad to know. [Andpeeping. 
Mop. But of all my Lovers, I am for the Farmers Son, 

becaufe he keeps a Calafh--and I’ll fweara Coach is 
the rnofl agreeable thing about a man. 

Har. Ho, ho/ 
Mop. Ah riie,—What’s that ? [He anfwers in a 

fhrill Voice. 
Har. The Ghoft of a poor Lover, dwindl’d into a Hey- 

ho. [He rifes from under the Table and falls at her 
/^.Scaramouch enter*.She runs offfqueaking. 

Sea. Ha, my Rival and my Miftfifs / - 
Is this done like a Mail of Honour, Monfieur Harlequin, 
To take Advantages to injure me ? [Draws. 

Har. All Advantages are lawful in Love and War. 
Scar. ’Twas Contrary to our League and Covenant; 

therefore I defy thee as a Traytor. 
Har. [ fcorri to fight with thee, becaufe I once call’d 

th£e Brother. 
Scar. Then thoii’rt a Paltroon, that’s to fay, a Co¬ 

ward. 
Har. Coward, nay, then I am provok’d, come ori“~— 
Scar. Pardon me, Sir, I gave the Coward, and you 

ought to {trike. 
[They go to fight ridiculoufly, and ever as_ Scara¬ 

mouch paffes, Harlequin leaps afidey and skips 
Jo nimbly alouty he cannot touch him for his 
Life ; which after a while endeavour ing in va-iny 
he lays down his Sword. 

-:-If you be for dancing, Sir, I have my Weapons for 
all cccafions. [Scar, pulls out a Fleut Deuxy and falls to 

Flaying. Har. throws down hisy and falls 
a Dancing ; after the Dance, they Jhake 
Hands. Har. 
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Har.He tny Bone Ame^ls not this tetter than Duelling? 
Scar. But not altogether fo Heroick, Sir. Well, lor 

the future, let us have (air Play ; no Tricks to undermine 
each other, but which of us is chofen to be the happy 
Man, the other (hall be content. [Elaria within. 

Ela. Coufin Bellemante, Coufin. 
Scar. ’Slife, let’s be gone, left we be feen in the Ladies 

Apartment. [Scar. flips Harlequin behind the Door. 

Enter Elaria. 

Ela. How now, how came you here?- 
[Signs to Har. to go out. 

Scar. I came to tell you, Madam, my Matters juft tak¬ 
ing Mule to go his Journey to Night, and that Don Cin- 
thio is in the Street, for a lucky moment to enter in. 

Ela. But what if any one by my Fathers Order, or he 
himfelf, (liou’d by fome chance furprife us ? 

Scar. If we be, I have taken order againft a Difcovery. 
Fll go fee if the old Gentleman be gone, and return with 
your Lover. [Goes out. 

Ela. I tremble, but know not whether ’tis with Fear 
or Joy. 

Enter Cinthio. 

Cin. My dear Elaria- [Runs to imlrace her, Jhe 
„ Jiarts from him. 

-Ha,-(hun my Arms, Elaria ! 
Ela. Heavens / Why did you come fo foon > 
Cin. Is it too foon, when ere ’tis fafe, Elaria ? 
Ela. I die with fear-:—Met you not Scaramouch ? 

He went to bid you wait a while ; What (hall I do ? 
Cin. Why this Concern ? none of the Houfe has feen 

me. I faw your Father taking Horfe. 
Ela. Sure you miftake, methinks i hear his Voice. 
Dott. belowlf— My Key—The Key of my Laboratory.— 

Why, Knave Scaramouch, where are you i 

D x Ela. 
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Ela. Do you hear that, Sir ?——Oh, I’m undone /-* 

Where fhall I hide you ?-He approaches--. 
[She fearches where to hide him* 

-Ha,—my Coufins Clofets open,-Rep in a little.— 
[He goes in, fke puts out the Candle. Enter the 

Do ft or. She gets round the. Chamber to the 
Door, and as he advances in, [he fleals out. 

Here I mull have dropt it; a Light, a Light- 
there-- 

Enter Cinthio from the Clofet, pulls Charmante out, they 
not knowing each other. 

Cin. Oh this perfidious Woman / no marvel Ihe was 
lb furpris’d and angry at my Approach to Night.- 

Cha. Who can this he?-but I’ll be prepar’d-- 
[Lays his [Land on his Sword. 

Doft.. Why Scaramouch, Knave, a Light! [Turns to the 

Door to call. 

Enter Scaramouch with a Light, and feehtgthe two Lovers, 
there, runs again ft his Majler, puts out the Candle, and 
flings him down, and falls over him. At the entrance 
of the Candle, Charmante flipt from Cinthio into the 
Clofet. Cinthio gropes to find him ; when Mopfophii 
and Elaria, hearing a great Noife, enter ipjth a Light. 
Cinthio finding he was di[cover d, falls to afting a-Mad' 
Man. Scaramouch hflps up the Doft or, and lows. 

•—-Ha,-a Man,—--and in my Houfe,-— 
Oh dire Misfortune /--Who are you, Sir ? 

Cin. Men call me Gog Magog, the Spirit of Power ; 
My Right-hand Riches holds, my Left-hand Honour. 
Is there a City Wife wou’d be a Lady ?-Bring her to me. 
Her eafie Cuckold fiiall be dub’d a Knight. 

Ela. Oh Heavens! a mad Man, Sir. 
Cin. Is there a Tawdry Fop wou’d have a Title ? 

A rich Meehanick that wou’d be an. Alderman ? 
Bring ’em to me, 

And 
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And I’ll convert that Coxcomb, and that Block-head, 
into, Your Honour, and Right Worlhipful. 

Dott. Mad, ftark mad / Why Sirrah, Rogue-Scara¬ 
mouch— How got this mad Man in ? [While the Dottor 

turns to Scaramouch, Cinthio Jpeaks foftly to Elaria. 
Cin. Oh, thou perfidious Maid,/ Wlio haft thou hid in 

yonder confcious Clofet ? , [4me t0 ^jer• 
Scar, Why Sir, he was brought in a Chair for your Ad¬ 

vice,but how he rambl’d from the Parlour to this Chamber, 
I know not. 

Cin. Upon a winged Horfe, Tcliped Pegafus, 
Swift as the fiery Racers of the Sun, 
-1 fly-1 fly- 
See how I mount, and cut the liquid Sky. \_Runs out. 

Dott. Alas poor Gentleman, he’s paft all Cure-But 
Sirrah, for the future, take you, care that no young mad 
Patients be brought into my Houfe. 

Scar. I fhall Sir,-and fee-—here’s your Key 
you look’d for.- 

Dott. That’s well; I muft be gone—«—Bar up the 
Doors, and upon Life or Death let no man enter. 

[Exit Dottor, and all with him, with the Light. 
[Charmante peeps out>-and hy degrees comes all 

ou^ lifting every Jlep. 
Char. Who the Devil coud that be that pull’d me from 

the Clofet ? but at laft I’m free, and the Doctors gone ; 
HI to Cinthio, and bring him to pafs this Night with our 
Miftriftes. [Exit, 

4 , i w.7 G *4 L A V-Z-f t I 

As he is gone off,, enter Cinthio groping. 
. A : .fy 

Cin. Now for thi$ lucky Rival, if his Stars will make 
this laft part offtis Adventure fuch. I hid. my felf in the 
next Chamber, till I heard the Do<ftor go, only to return 
to be reveng’d. [He gropes his way into the Clofet, with 

h/s Sword drawn. 

Enter- 
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Enter Elaria with a Light. 

Ela. Scaramouch tells tne Charmante is conceal’d in the 
Clofet, whom Cinthio furely has miftaken for fome Lover 
of mine, and is jealous; but I’ll fend Charmante after him, 
to make my peace and undeceive him. [Goes to the Door. 
-Sir, Sir, Where are you ? they are all gone, you may 
adventure out. fCinthio comes out. 
-Ha,--Cinthio here /——— 

Cin. Yes Madam, to your fhame—-- 
Now your Perfidioufnefs is plain-Falfe Woman, 
’Tis well your Lover had the Dexterity of efcaping, I’H 
fpoil’d his making Love elfe. [Gets from her,Jhe holds him. 

Ela. Prethee hear me. 
Cin.-But fince my Ignorance of his Perfon faves his 

Life, live and poflefs him, till I can difcover him. 
[Goes out. 

Ela. Go peevifli Fool- [Ex. 
Whofe Jealoufie believes me given to Change, 
Let thy own Torments be my juft Revenge. 

The End of the firjl Act* 

ACT II. SCENE! 

An Antick Dance. 

After the Mufick has plaid. Enter Elaria to her Belle- 
mante. 

Elari. T* T Eavens Eellemante ! Where have you 
XTjL been ? 

Bell. Fatigu’d with the moft difagreeable Affair, fora 
Perfon of my Humour, in the World. Oh, how I hate 

Bufinels 
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Bufinefs, which I do no more mind, than a Spark docs 
the Sermon, who is ogling his Miftrifs at Church all the 
while : I have been ruffling over twenty Reams of Paper 
for my Uncles Writings.- 

Enter Scaramouch. 

Scar. So, fo, the Old Gentleman is departed this wick¬ 
ed World, and the Houfe is our own for this Night.— 
Where are the Sparks > Where are the Sparks ? 

Ela. Nay, Heaven knows. 
Bell. How ! I hope not fo ; I left Charmante confin’d 

to my Clofet, when my Uncle had like to have furpriz’d 
us together : Is he not here ?-- 

Ela. No, he’s efcap’d, but he has made fweet doings. 
Bell. Heavens Coufin / What ? 
Ela. My Father was coming into the Chamber, and 

had like to have taken Cinthio with me, when, to conceal 
him, I put him into your Clofet, not knowing of Char- 
mante's being there, and which, in the Dark, he took for 
a Gallant of mine ,• had not my Fathers Prefence hinder’d, 
I believe there had been Murder committed ; how ever, 
they both efcap’d unknown. 

Scar. Plhaw, is this all•> Lovers Quarrels are foon ad- 
jufted ; I’ll to ’em, unfold the Riddle, and bring’em back- 
take no care, but go in and drefs you for the Ball; Mop- 
fophil has Habits which your Lovers fent to put on : the 
Fidles Treat, and all are prepar’d.- [Ex. Scara. 

Enter Mopfophil. 

Mopf. Madam, your Coufin Florinda, with a Lady, 
are come to vifit you. 

Bell. I’m glad on’t, ’tis a good Wench, and we’ll truft 
her -with our Mirth and Secret. IXhey go out. 

,k 

SCENE 
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SCENE Changes. To the Street. 

Enter Page with a Flambeaux, follow'd by Cinthio ; paffes 
over the Stage. Scaramouch follows Cinthio in a Cam¬ 
paign Coat. 

Scar. , j Is Cinthio-Don Cinthio— [Calls, he turns. 
JL —Well, whats the Quarrel ?—How fell ye out? 

On. You may inform your felf I believe, for thefeclole 
Intrigues cannot be carried on without your Knowledge. 

Scar. What Intrigues Sir > be quick, for I’m in haft. 
Cin. Who was the Lover I furpris’d i*th’ Clofet ? 
Scar. Deceptio vifus, Sir; the Error of the Eyes. 
Cin. Thou Dog,'--I felt him too ; but fince the 

Rafcal fcaped me—-I’ll-be Reveng’d on thee- 
[Goes to beat him, he running away, runs again ft 

Harlequin, who is entering with Charmante, 
and like to have thrown 'em both down. 

Char. Ha,—*-Whats the matter here ?—■-- 
Scar. Seignior Don Charmante-• [ Then he Jlruts cou- 

ragieujly in with 'em. 
Char. What, Cinthio in a Rage/ 

Who’s the unlucky Objedl ? 
Cin. All Man and Woman Kind : Elarids falfc. 
Char. Elaria falfe / take heed, fure her nice Vertue is 

Proof againft the Vices of her Sex. 
--Say rather Bellemante. 
She who by Nature’s light and wavering. 
The Town contains not fuch a falfe Impertinent. 
This Evening I furpris’d her in her Chamber 
Writing of Verfes, and between her Lines, 
Some Spark had newly pen’d his proper Stuff! 
Curfe of the Jilt, Til be her Fool no more. 

Har. I doubt you are miftaken in that, Sir, for twas 
I was the Spark that writ the proper Stuff 
To do you Service-- 

Char. Thou! 
Scar. 
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Scar. Ay, we that fpend our Lives and Fortunes here 

to ferve you,—to be us’d like Pimps and Scowndrels.-- 
Come Sir,—fatisfie him who ’twas was hid i’tli Clofet, 
when he came in and found you. 

Cin. Ha,—is’t pofliblc ? Was it Char mante > 
Char. Was it you, Cinthio > Pox on’t, what Fools are 

we, we cou’d not know one another by Inftindt > 
Scar. Well, well, difpute no more this clear Cafe, but 

lets haften to your Miftrides. 
Cin. I’m afliam’d to appear before Elaria. 
Char. And I to Bellemante. 
Scar. Come, come, take Heart of Grace; pull your 

Hats down over your Eyes ; put your Arms acrofs; figh 
and look fcurvily; your limple Looks are ever a Token of 
Repentance; come-come along. [Exeunt Omnes. 

SCENE changes to the Infide of the Houfe. 
* ^ ^ Or) . ) j'f ^ f vf’ v'.1 ^ r* ■ * 

The Front of the Scene is only a Curtain or Hangings to 
be drawn up at Tleafure. 

Enter Elaria, Bellemante Mopfophil,<W Ladies, drefs'd in 
Masking Halits. 

Eiaria. T Am extreamly pleas’d with thefe Habits, 
X Coufin. 

Bell. They are A la Gothic and Vncomune. 
Lady. Your Lovers have a very good Fancy, Coufin, 

I long to fee ’em. 
Ela. And fo do I. I wonder Scaramouch flays lb, and 

what Succefs he has. 
Bell, ^ou have no caufe to doubt, you can fo eafily ac¬ 

quit your felf; but I, what lhall I do t who can no more 
imagine whoihou’d write t-hofe Boremes, than who I lhall 
love next, if 1 break off with Charmante. 

Lady. If he be a ManTof Honour* Cpufua, when a Maid 
protefts her Inflpcence——t-jo 11* bn* «.'J -il 

E Bell. 
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Bell. Ay, but he’s a Man of Wit too, Coufin, and knows 

when Women proteft moft, they likely lye moll. 
Ela. Moft commonly, for Truth needs no alleve- 

ration. 
Bell. That’s according to the Difpofition of your Lo¬ 

ver, for fome believe you moft, when you moft abufe 
and cheat ’em; fome are fo obftinate, they wou’d damn a 
Woman with protefting, before lhe can convince ’em. 

Ela. Such a one is not worth convincing, I wou’d not 
make the World wife at the expence of a Vertue. 

Bell. Nay, he fhall e’en remain as Heaven made him for 
me, fince there are Men enough for all ufes. 

Enter Charmante and Cinthio, drefs’d in their Gothic Ha¬ 
bits. Scaramouch, Harlequin and Mujick. Charmante and 
Cinthio kneel. 

Gin. Can you forgive us > [Elaria takes him up. 
Bell. That,Cinthio,you’re convinc’d, I do not wonder ; 

but how Charmante's Goodnefs is infpir’d, I know not. 
[ Takes him up. 

Char. Let it fuffice, I’me fatisfy’d, my Bellemante. 
Ela. ’Pray’ know my Coufin Florinda. [They falute the 

Lady. 
■&>//. Come, let us not lofe time, fince we are all Friends. 
Char. The belt ufe we can make of it, is to talk of Love. 
Bell. Oh ! we lhall have time enough for that hereaf¬ 

ter ; befides, you may make Love in Dancing as well as 
in Sitting ; you may Gaze, Sigh,-and prefs the 
Hand, and now and then receive a Kils, what wou’d you 
more .•> 

Char. Yes, wilh a little more. 
Bell. We were unreafonable to forbid you that cold 

Joy, nor lhall you wilh long in vain, if you bring Matters 
fo about, to get us with my Uncle’s Confent. 

Ela. Our Fortunes depending folely on his PJeafure, 
which is too confiderable to lofe. 

Gin. All things are order’d as I have written you at 
large; our Scenes and all out Properties are ready ; we 
• a - have 
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have no more to do but to banter the old Gentleman into 
a little more Faith, which the next Vifit of our new Ca- 
ballifl: Charmante will compleat. [The Mufick plays. 

Enter fome Anticks and dance. They all fit the while. 

Ela. Your Dancers have perform’d well, but Were fit 
we knew who we have trufted with this Evenings In¬ 
trigue. 

67*. Thofe, Madam, who are to afiift us in carrying on 
a greater Intrigue, the gaining of you. They are our Kinf 
men. 

Ela. Then they are doubly welcome. 
\_Here is a Song in Dialogue, with Fleut Deux and 

Harpficals. Shepherd and Sheperdejs ; which end¬ 
ed, they all dance a Figure Dance. 

Cin. Hark, what Noife is that ? fure W in the next 
Room. 

Dott. within.] Scaramouch,Scaramouch ! [Scar, runs to the 
Door and holds it faft. 

Scar. Ha,-the Devil in the likenefs of my old Ma¬ 
ilers Voice, for ’tis impoflible it Ihou’d be he himfelf. 

Char. If it be he, how got he in > did you not fecure 
the Doors ? 

Ela. He always has a Key to open ’em. Oh ! what 
Ihall we do ? there’s no efcaping him; lies in the next 
Room, through which you are to pafs. 

Doll. Scaramouch, Knave, where are you ? 
Scar. ’Tis he, Tis he, follow me all- [He goes with 

all the Company behind the Front Curtain. 
Without DoHori] I tell you Sirrah, I heard the Noife of 

Fiddles. 
Without Veter. No furely Sir, ’twas a Millake. 

[Knocking at she Door. 
[Scaramouch having placed them all in the Hang¬ 

ing, in which they make the Figures, where 
they Jland without Motion in Pofiures. He 
comes out. He opens the Dore with a Candle 
in his Hand. 

E 2 Enter 
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Enter the Dodlor and Peter with a Light. 

Scar. Blefs me, Sir! Is it you,--or your Ghofl. 
Doff. ’Twere good for you, Sir, if I were a thing of 

Air ; but as I am a fubflantial Mortal, I will lay it on as 
fubflantially- [Canes him. He cries. 

Scar. What d’ye mean, Sir ? what d’ye mean > 
Doff. Sirrah, mult I Hand waiting your Leifure, while 

you are Rogueing here ? I will reward ye. [Beats him. 
Scar. Ay, and I Ihall deferve it richly. Sir, when you 

know all. 
Doff. I guefs all, Sirrah, and I heard all, and you Ihall 

be rewarded for all. Where have you hid the Fiddles, 
you Rogue > 

Scar. Fiddles, Sir /—— 
Doff. Ay, Fiddles, Knave. 
Scar. Fiddles, Sir!-—Where ? 
Doff. Here,-here I heard ’em, thou falfe Steward of 

tfey Mailers Treafure. 
Scar. Fiddles, Sir! Sure ’twas Wind got into your Head, 

and whiffled in your Ears, riding fo late, Sir. 
Doff. Ay, thou falfe Varlot, there’s another Debt I owe 

thee, for bringing me fo damnable a Lye: My Brother’s 
well—-—I met his Valet but a League from Town, and 
found thy Rogury out. [Beats him.He cries•«. 

Scar. Is this the Reward I have for being fo diligent 
fince you went ? 

Doff. In what, thou Villain ? in what ? 
[The Curtain is drawn up, and difcovers the 

Hangings where all of them fland. _ 
Scar. Why look you, Sir, I have, to furprife you with 

Pleafure, againlt you came home, been putting up this 
Piece ofTapeffly, the bell in Italy, for the Rarenefs of 
the Figures, Sir. 

Doff. Ha-Hum—It is indeed a llately Piece of 
Work ; how came I by ’em ? 

Scar. ’Twasfent your Reverence from the Fertuofo, or 
fome of the Caballills. 

Doff. I mull confefs, the Workmanlhip is excellent,— 
but ftifl I do infill I heard the Mufick. Scar. 
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Scar. ’Twas then the tuning of the Spheres, fome feri- 

nade, Sir, from the Inhabitants of the Moon. 
Doll. Hum,-from the Moon,'-and that 

may be- 
Scar. Lord, d’ye think >1 nvou’d deceive your Re¬ 

verence ? 
Doll. From the Moon, a Serinade,-1 fee no figns 

on’t here, indeed it mull be fo-I’ll think on't more 
at leifure.-- [Afide. 
■-Prithee what Story’s this ? [Looks on the Hangings. 

Scar. Why, Sir,-Tis.-- 
Doll. Hold up the Candles higher, and nearer. 

[Peter and Scaramouch hold Candles near. He takes 
a P erf pci-live and looks through it; and coming 
nearer, Harlequin, who is plac'd on a Tree in the 
Hangings, hits him on the Head with his Trun- 
chion. He Jlarts, and looks alout. He fits JlilL 

Scar. Sir.- 
Dolt. What was that {truck me ? 
Scar. Struck you, Sir / Imagination. 
Doll. Can my Imagination feel, Sirrah ? 
Scar. Oh, the molt tenderly of any part about one, Sir! 
Dolt. Hum—That may be- 
Scar. Are you a great Philofopher, and know not that. 

Sir? 
Doll. ThisFellow has a glimpfe of Profundity--- 

[Afide. Looks again. 
—I like the Figures well. 

Scar. You will, when you See ’em by Day-light, Sir. 
[Har. hits him again. The Dollor fees him. 

Doll. Ha.,—Is that Imagination to©"-Betray’d, be-- 
tray'd, undone ; run for my Piftols, call up my Servants 
jPeter, a Plot upon my Daughter and my Neece. 

[Runs out with Peter. 
[Scaramouch puts out the Candle, they come 

out of the Hanging, which is drawn away. 
He places ’em in a Row juft at the En~ 
trance. 
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Scar. Here, here, fear nothing, hold by each other, 

that when I go out, all may go; that is, flip out, when 
you hear the Doctor is come in again, which he will cer¬ 
tainly do, and all depart to your refpedtive Lodgings. 

Cin. And leave thee to bear the Brunt? 
Sea. Take you no care for that, I’ll put it into my Bill 

of Charges, and be paid all together. 

Enter the Doctor with Piflols, and Peter. 

Doc!. What, by dark ? thatlhall not lave you, Villains, 
Traytors to my Glory and Repofe.—Peter, hold fall the 
Door, let none efcape. [ They ail flip out. 

Pet. Ill warrant you, Sir. [Doctor gropes about, then 
/lamps and calls. 

Doll. Lights there-Lights-I’m fure they 
cou’d not (cape. 

Pet. Impoflible, Sir. 

Enter Scaramouch undrejs'd in his Shirt, with a Light. 
Starts. 

Scar. Blefs me -what s here ? 
Doft. Ha,-Who art thou ? ■[.Amazd to fee him 

enter fo. 
Sea. I, who the Devil are you, and you go to that. 

[ Rubs his Eyes, and brings the Candle nearer. 
Looks on him. 

-Mercy upon us !-Why what is’t you, Sir, re¬ 
turn'd fo foon ? 

Doft. Return’d / [.Looking fometimes on him, fome- 
times about. 

Scar. Ay Sir, Did you not go out of Town laft night, 
to your Brother the Advocate ? 

Doft. Thou .Villain, thou queftion’ft me, as if thou 
knew’ft not that I was return’d. 

Scar. I know, Sir / how fhou’d I know ? fm fure I am 
but juft wTak’d from the fweeteft Dream- 

Doft. 
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Doft. You dream ftill, Sirrah, but I (hall wake your 

Roguelhip.-Were you not here bur now, (hewing me 
a piece of Taneftry, you Villain ?-* 

Scar. Tapeftry /•— [Mopfophil liftning all the whiU. 
Docl. Yes Rogue, yes, for which I’ll have thy Life- 

[Offering a Piftol. 
Scar. Are you (lark mad, Sir ? or do I d earn (till ? 
Do ft. Tell me, and tell me quickly. Rogue, who were 

thofe Traytors that were hid but now in the Difguife of a 
piece of Hangings. [Holds the Pislol to his Breaft. 

Scar. Blefs me / you amaze me, Sir. What conformity 
has every Word you fay, to my rare Dream : Pray let me 
feel you, Sir,-Are you Humane? 

Docl. You fliall feel I am, Sirrah, if thou confefs not. 
Scar. Confefs, Sir/ What (hou’d I confefs?-L* 

underftand not your Caballiftical Language; but in mine, 
I confefs that you have wak’d me from the rareft Dream— 
Where methonghtthe Emperor of the Moon World was 
in our Houfe, Dancing and Revelling; and methoughtshis 
Grace was fallen defperately in Love with Miftrifs El aria,, 
and that his Brother, the Prince, Sir, of Thunderland, w as 
alfo in Love with Miftrifs Bellemante ; and methoughts 
they defeended to court ’em in your Abfence.—And that 
at laft you Surpris’d ’em, and that they transform’d them* 
felves into a Suit of Hangings to deceive you. But at laft* 
methought you grew angry at fomething, and they all 
fled to Heaven again; and after a deal of Thunder 
and Lightning, I wak’d, Sir, and hearing Humane Voices 
here, came to fee what the Matter was. 

[This while the Doctor leffens his figns of Rage ly 
degrees, and at laft ftands in deep Contemplation.. 

Doll. May I credit this ? 
Scar. Credit it / By all the Honour of your Houfe, by 

my unfeparable Veneration for the Mathematicks, ’tis true, 
Sir. 

Dot/.  -That famous Rofacrufian, who yefterday vi- 
fited me, told me--the Emperor of the Moon w?as 
in Love writh a fair Mortal--—This Dream is Infpira- 
tion in this Fellow-He muft have wonderous Ver- 
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tuc in him, to be worthy of thefe Divine Intelligences. 

{Aftde. 
But if that Mortal fliou’d be Elaria! but no more, 

I dare not yet fuppofe it--perhaps the thing was re¬ 
al and no Dream, for oftentimes the grofler part is hurried 
away in Sleep, by the force of Imagination, and is won¬ 
derfully agitated-This Fellow might be prefent in his 
Sleep,of this we’ve frequent Inftanees-I’ll to my 
Daughter and my Neece, and hear what knowledge they 
may have of this. 

Mop. Will you fo ? I’ll fecure you, .the Frolick fliallgo 
round. 

Doff. Scaramouch, If you have not deceiv’d me in this 
Matter, time will convince me farther; if it reft here, I 
fliall believe you falfe—- 

Sea. Good Sir, fufpend your Judgment and your Anger 
then. 

Doff. I’ll do’t, go back to Bed—-[A'x.Docftor and Peter. 
Scar. No, Sir, ’tis Morning now—and I’m up for all day. 

-This Madnefs is a pretty fort of a pleafant Difeafe, 
when it tickles but in one Vein-Why here’s my Mafter 
now, as great a Scholar, as grave and wife a Man, in all 
Argument and Difcourfe, as can be met with, yet name 
but the Moon, and he runs into Ridicule, and grows as 
mad as the Wind. 

Well Doff or, if thou can’ft be madder yet, 
We’ll find a Medicine that fhall cure your Fit. 

•-Better than all Call ante us. {Goes out. 

SCENE Draws off! Difcovers Elaria, Bellemante, and 
Mopfophil in Night-Gowns. 

Mop. You have your Leffons, ftand to it bravely, and 
the Town’s our own, Madam. {They put themfelves in 

To (lures of Sleeping, leaning on the Table, 
i Mopfqphil lying at their Feet. 

Enter 
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...• ,.vl H.;.' -' ■ ■ ■ . ' : 

Doll. Ha, not in Bed / this gives me mortal Fears. 
Bell. Ah, Prince- [She /peaks as in her Sleep. 
Doll. Ha, Prince / [Goes nearer anrl lijlens. 
Bell. How little Faith I give to all yourCourtihip, who 

leaves our Orb fo foon. [In a feign'd Voice. 
Doll. Ha, faid Ihe Orb ? [Goes nearer. 
Bell. But fince you are of a Coeleftial Race, 

And eafily can penetrate 
Into the utmoft limits of the Thought, 
Why Ihou’d I fear to tell you of your Conqucft ? 
:——And thus implore your Aid. [Rifes and runs to the 

Dodbor. Kneels, and holds him fafi. He 
Jheivs figns of Joy. 

Doll. I am Ravilh d / 
Bell. Ah, Prince Divine, take Pity on a Mortal- 
Doll. I am rapt / 
Bell. And take me with you to the World above. 
Doll. The Moon, the Moon Ike means, I am Tranf- 

ported, Over-joy’d, and Ecftacy’d. [Leaping and jumping 
from her Hands, Jhe feems to wake. 

Bell. Ha, my Uncle come again to interrupt us / 
Doll. Hide nothing from me, my dear Bellemante, 

fince all already is difeover’d to me-and more.-. 
Ela. Oil, why have you wak’d me from the lbftefl 

Dream that ever Maid was bleft with t 
Doll. What-W'hat my bell Elaria > [With over-joy. 
Ela. Methought I entertain’d a Demi-God, one of the 

gay Inhabitants of the Moon. 
Bell. I’m fure mine was no Dream-1 wak’d, I heard, 

I.law, I fpoke-and danc’d to the Mufick of the 
Spheres, and methought my glorious Lover ty’d a Dia¬ 
mond Chainabout my Arm-and fee ’tis all fubftan- 
tial. [Shows her Arm. 

Ela. And mine a Ring, of more than mortal Luftre. 
Doll. Heaven keep me moderateleafl. excels of Jov 

iliou’d make my Vertuc lefs. [Stifli,,? his Joy. 

F —i—There 
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-There is a wonderous Myftery in this. 
A mighty Blefling does attend your Fates. 
Go in, and pray to the chad Powers above 
To give you Vertue fit for fuch Rewards. [They go in. 
—How this agrees with what thelearned Caballiftinform’d 
me of laft Night! He faid, that great Iredonozor, the 
Emperor of the Moon, was inamour’d on a fair Mortal. It 
mull be fo—and either he defcended to Court my Daugh¬ 
ter Perfonally, which, for the Rarenefs of the Novelty, lhe 
takes to be a Dream; or elfe, what they and I beheld, was 
Vifionary, by way of a fublime Intelligence.-And pof- 
fibly-’tis only thus--the People of that World 
con verfe with. Mortals.——I muft be fatisfy’dl in this- main 
Point of deep Philolophy. 

I’ll to my Study,'-for I cannot reft, 
Till I this weighty Myftery have difcufs’d. 

[Ex. very gravely. 

SCENE. The garden. 

Enter Scaramouch with a Ladder. 

Scar. nPHo’ I am come off en Cavalier with my Ma- 
1 fter, I am not with my Miftrifs, whom I 

promifed to confole this Night, and is but juft I fhou’d 
make good this Morning ; ’twill be rude to furprize her 
Sleeping, and more Gallant to wake her with a Serinade 
at her Window. 

[Sets the Ladder to her Window, fetches his Lute, 
and goes up the Ladder. 

He Plays and Sings this Song. 

When Maidens are young and in their Spring 
Of Pleafure, of Pleafare, let 'em take their full Swings 

full Swing,-full Swing,——- 
And Love, and Dance, and Play, and Sing. 
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For Silvia, believe it, when 7 oath is done. 

There's nought but hum drum, hum drum, hum drum ; 
There's nought but hum drum, hum drum, hum drwm. 

Then Silvia be wife*- —be wife-be wife, 
Tho* Fainting and Dr effing, for a while, are Supplies, 

And may-Jbrprife-- 
But when the Fire s going out in your Eyes, 
It twinkles, it twitiklei, 4t twinkles, and dies. 

And then to hear Love, to hear Love from you. 
I'd as live hear an Owl'dry Wit to woo. 

Wit to woo, Wit to woo. 

Enter Mopfophil above. 
.Jr r 

o * 
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Mop. What woful Ditty-making Mortal's fills k 
That ere the Lark her early Note nas fimg, 
Does doleful Love beneath my Cafement thrum.—■ 
•-Ah,; Seignior Sedramvuch,\s\t you t 

Scar. Who inou’d it be, that takes fuch pains to fue ? 
Mop. Ah, Lover molt true Blew. 

Enter Harlequin in Womens Cloths. 

Har. IF I can now but get admittance, I fhall not only 
deliver the youtig Ladies their Letters from their Lovers, 
but get fome opportunity, in this Difguife, to flip this Bil¬ 
let Deux into Mopfophil s Hand, and bob my Comrade 
Scaramouchr—;-Ha,-What do I fee ?—My Miftrifs 
at the Window^ courting my Rival / *Ah Gyplfe ! —- 

Scar. —Butw'elofe precious time, finceyou defign 
me a kind Hour in your Chamber. 

Har. Oh Traytor /-- 
Mop. You’ll be fure to keep it from Harlequin. 
Har. Ah yes, ke, hang Him Tool, betakes you fora 

Saint. ' . t 
Scar. Harlequin !-Hang him, fhotten Herring. 
Har. Ay, a Cully, a Noddy. 
Mop. A meer Zany. 

F z Har. 
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Har. Ah, hard hearted Turk. 
Mop. Fit for nothing but a Cuckold. 
Har. Monfter of Ingratitude / How fliall I be re¬ 

veng'd .•> [Scar, going over the Balcony. 
-’Hold, hold, thou perjur’d Traytor. \Cryes out in 

a Womans Voice. 
Mop. Ha, --Difcover’d !-A Woman in the 

Garden! 
Har. Come down, come down, thou falfe perfidious 

Wretch. 
Scar. Who, in the Devils Name, art thou t 

And to whom doll thou fpeak ? 
Har. To thee, thou falfe Deceiver, that haft broke thy 

Vows, thy Lawful Vows of Wedlock- [Bawling out. 
Oh, oh, that I (hou’d live to fee the Day /- [Crying. 

Scar. Who mean you, Woman ? 

Har.. Whom Ihou’d I mean, but thou-my lawful 
Spoufe > 

Mop. Oh Villain !-Lawful Spoufe /—Let me come 
toiler. [Scar, comes down, as Mopfophil flings out of 

the Balcony. 
Scar. The Woman’s mad-hark ye Jade-how 

long have you been thus diftradted ? . 
Har. E’re fince I lov’d and trufted thee, falfe Varlot. 

--See here,-the Witnels of my Love and Shame. 
[Bawls, ana points to her Belly. 

Just then Mopfophil enters. 

Mop. How / with Child !■-Out. Villain, was L 
made a Property ? 

Sea. Hear me. 
Har. Oh, thou Heathen Chriftian !■--—Was not one 

Woman enough ? 
Mop. Ay, Sirrah, anfwer to that. 
Scar. I fhalf be facrific’d.- 
Mop. I am refolv’d to marry tomorrow—-either to 

the Apothecary or the Farmer, men I never faw, to be re¬ 
veng’d on thee, thou tarmagant Infidel. 

Enter 



Enter the Do&or. V> 

Doll. WhatNoife, what Out-cry, what Tumult’s this .* 
Har. Ha,—the Do&or/-What (hall I do?- 

{Gets to the Door, Scar, pulls her hr. 
, Doll. A Woman l-fome Bawd I am lure- 

Woman, what’s your Bufinefs here >-ha ■ —’ 
Har. I came, an’t like your Seigniorlhip, to Madam 

the Governante here, to ferve her in the Quality of a Fille 
de Chambre, to the young Ladies. 

Doll. A Fille de Chambre ! 'tis ib,a lhe Pimp,-- 
Har. Ah, Seignior— {Makes his little dapper Leg 

inflead of a Curtjie. 
Dolt. How now, what do you mock me ? 
Har. Oh Seignior!- {Gets nearer the Door. 
Mop. Stay, ftay, Miftrifs, and what Service are you able 

to do the Seigniors Daughters ? 
Har. Is this Seignior Do&or Baliardo, Madam? 
Mop. Yes. 
Har. Oh! He’s a very handlome Gentleman- 

indeed- 
Dolt. Ay, ay, what Service can you do, Miftrifs ? 

Har. Why Seignior, I can tye a Cravat the belt of any 
Perfon in Naples, and I can comb a Periwig-and I 
can- 

Doll. Very proper Service for young Ladies; you, I 
believe, have been Fille de Chambre to fome young Ca- 
valiers. 

Har. Moft true, Seignior, why Ihou’d not the Cava¬ 
liers keep Filles de Chambre, as well as great Ladies I 'aHeis 
de Chambre ? 

Doll. Indeed ’tis equally reafonable. —— ’Tis a Bawd^-— 
{Afdei 

■-But have you never ferv’d Ladies ? 
Har. Oh yes! I ferv’d a Parfons Wife. 1 
DoH. Is that a great Lady ? 

Har. I furely, Sir, what is Ihe elfefor Ihe wore her 
Mantoes of Brokad de or, Petticoats lac’d up to the Ga¬ 

thers,, 
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-fliers, her Points, her Patches, Paints and Perfumes, and 
4ite in the uppermoft Place in the Church to. 

Mop. But have you never ferv’d Countefies and Dutch- 
efies ? - c 

Har. Oh, yes, Madam ! the laft I ferv’d, was an Al¬ 
dermans Wife in the City, 

Mop. Was that a Countefs or a Dut-chefs > 
Har. Ay, certainly—- -for they have all the Money; 

and then for Cloths, Jewels, and rich Furniture, and eat¬ 
ing, they outdo the very Vice Reigne her felf. 

Doti. This is a very ignorant running Bawd,—there¬ 
fore firft fearch her for Beliefs Deux, and then have her 
Pump’d. 

Ha.r. Ah, Seignior,—Seignior.— [Scar.fearches him, 
fuels Leters. 

Scar.—Ha,'-to Elaria---and Beliemante 1— 
[Reads the Out fide, pops 'em into his Bofom. 

*-—Thefe are from their Lovers- 
—:— Ha, a Note to Mopfophil, i ' Oh, Rogue ! 
have I found you ? * "T’ 

Har. If you have, ’tis but Trick for your Trick,Seignior 
Scaramouch, and you may fpare the Pumping. 

Scar. For once, Sirrah, Ill bring you ofi, and deliver 
your Letters.——Sir, do you not know who this is—‘ 
Why ’tis a Rival of mine, who put on this Diiguife to 
cheat me of Miltrifs Mopfophil. .-See hear’s a Billet to 

Docl. What is he? 
Scar. A Mungrel Dancing-Mailer; therefore, Sir, fines 

all the Injury’s mine, I’ll pardon him for a Dance, and let 
the Agility of his fleck favehis Bones, with your Permit 
lion, Sir. •' * 

Do£t. With all my Heart, and am glad he comes off fo 
•comically. [Harlequin Dances. 

[A knocking at the Gate. Scar, goes and returns. 
Scar. Sir, Sir, here’s the rare Philofopher who was here 

yefterday. 
Doci. Give him Entrance, and all depart. 

Enter 
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Enter Charmantc. 

Char. Bled be thofe Stars! that fird condu&ed me to 
fo much Worth and Vertue, you are their Darling, Sir, 
for whom they wear their brighteft Ladre. 
Your Fortune is cdabliflfid, you are made, Sir. 

Deft. Let me contain my Joy——— [Keeping in an 
impatient Joy. 

■-May I be worthy, Sir, to apprehend you > 
Char. After long Searching, Watching, Fading, Pray¬ 

ing, and ufing all the vertuous means in Nature, whereby 
we folely do attain the highed Knowledge in Philofophy 
it was refolv’d, by drong Intelligence-you were 
the happy Sire of that Bright Nymph, that had infaf- 
cinated, charm’d and conquer’d the mighty Emperor Ire- 
don ozor——•—‘the Monarch of the Moon. 

Dost. I am~« undone with Joy! ruin’d with Tranfport— 
[.Afide. 

:-Can it—can it, Sir,-be poffible- 
[.Stifling his Joy, which breaks out. 

Char. Receive the Blelling, Sir, with moderation. 
Dolt. I do, Sir, I do- 
Char. This very Night, by their great Art, they find 

He will defeend, and Ihow himfelf in Glory. 
An Honour., Sir, no Mortal has receiv’d 
This fixty hundred years. 

Dolt. Hum-Say you fo, Sir? no Emperor ever de¬ 
feend this Sixty hundred years ? [Looks fad. 
-Was I deceiv’d lad night ? [Afide. 

Char. Oh! Yes, Sir, often in difguife, in feveral Shapes 
and Forms, which did of old occafion fo many Fabulous 
Tales of all the Shapes of Jupiter-but never in their 
proper Glory, Sir, as Emperors. This is an Honour only 
defign’d to you. 

Dolt. And will liis Grace—be here in Perfon, Sir > 
‘ [Joyful. 

Char, 
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'Char. In Perlon-and with him, a Man of mighty 

Quality, Sir,-tis thought--the Prince of Thun¬ 
der land--•- but that’s but whifper’d, Sir, in the Cabal, 
and that he loves your Neece. 

Do ft. Miraculous! how this agrees with all I’ve fcen 
and heard-To Night, fay you, Sir > 

Char. So’tis conje&ur’d, Sir,-feme of the Cabal- 
lift—are of opinion-that laft night there was feme Sally 
from the Moon. 

Do cl. About what hour. Sir ? 
Char. The Meridian of the Night, Sir, about die hours 

of twelve or one, but who defeended, or in what Shape;, is 
yet uncertain. 

Doll. This I believe, Sir. 
Char. Why, Sir ? 
Doll. May I communicate a Secret of that Nature ? 
Char. To any of the Caballift, but none elfe. 
Doll. Then know-laft night, my Daughter and my 

Neece were entertain’d by thofe illuftrious Heroes. 
Char. Who, Sir ? the Emperor and Prince his Coufin. 
Doll. Moft certain, Sir. 

But whether they appear’d in folid Bodies, or Fantomical,is 
yet a Queftion, for at my unlucky approach, they all 
transform’d themfelves into a Piece of Hangings. 

Char. 'Tis frequent, Sir, their Shapes are numerous, 
and ’tis alfo in .their Power to transform all they touch, by 
vertue of a certain Stone-they call the Ehula. 

Doll. That wondrous Ehula, which Gonzales had ? 
Char. The fame-by Vertue of which, all weight was 

taken from him, and then with eafe the lofty Traveller 
flew from Par-naffus Hill, and from Hymethus Mount, 
and high Gerania, and Acrocorinthus, thence to Taygetus, 
io to Olympus Top, from whence he had but one uep to 
the Moon. Dizzy he grants he was. 

Dolt. No wonder, Sir, Oh happy great Gonzales ! 
Char. Yopr Vertue, Sir, will render you as happy--- 

but I rauft /haft-this Night prepare your Daughter 
and your Neece, and let your Houfe be Drefs’d, Perfum’d, 
and Clean. 

Doll. 
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DoSl. It fliall be all perform’d, Sir. 
Char. Be model!, Sir, and liumble in your Elevation, 

for nothing fliews the Wit fo poor, as Wonder, nor Birth 
fo mean, as Pride. 

Dott. I humbly thank your Admonition, Sir, and fltall, 
in all I can,ftruggle with Humane Frailty. [Brings Char. 

to the Door hare. Exit. 

r 

Enter Scaramouch peeping a.t the other Door. 

Sear. So, fo, all things go glorioufly forward, but my 
own Amour, and there is no convincing this obftinate 
Woman, that twas that Rogue Harlequin in Difguife, 
that claim’d me ; fo that I cannot fo much as come to de¬ 
liver the young Ladies their Letters from their Lovers. I 
muft get in with this damn’d Miftrifs of mine, or all our 
Plot will be fpoil’d for want of Intelligence. 
•-Hum,-The Devil does not ufe to fail me at a 
dead Lift. I mull: deliver thefe Letters, and I mull have 
this Wench-tho’ but to be reveng’d on her for abu- 
fing me.--Let me fee-Hie is refolv’d for the 
Apothecary or the Farmer. Well, lay no more honefl: 
Scaramouch, thou lhalt find a Friend at need of me- 
and if I do not fit you with a Spoufe, lay that a Woman 
has out-wittedme. 

'The End of the Second Act . 
: < . . f yin ‘j.v. 'nr ; ‘ ! • 

ACT. G 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Street, "ivith the Town §atey tvhere an Officer Jlands 
with a Staff like a London Conftable. 

Enter Harlequin riding in a Calajb, comes through the Gate 
towards the Stage, drefs’d like a Gentleman Jitting in it. 
The Officer lays hold of his Horfe. 

Officer. T~ TOld, hold, Sir, you, I fuppofe know the 
FI Cuftoms that are due to this City of Naples, 

from all Perfons that pafs the Gates in Coach, Chariot, Ca- 
laih, or Siege Voglant. 

Har. I am not igaorant of the Cuftom, Sir, but what’s 
that to me ? 

Off. Not to you, Sir 1 why, what Privilege have you 
above the reft .•> 

Har. Privilege, for what, Sir > 
Off. Why for paffing, Sir, with any of the before named 

Carriages. 
Har. Ar’t mad ?-Doft not fee I am a plain Ba¬ 

ker, and this my Cart, that comes to carry Bread for the 
Vice-Rpy’s, and the Cities Ufe ?-ha- 

Off. Are you mad, Sir, to think I cannot fee a 
Gentleman Farmer and a Calafh, from a Baker and a 
Cart ? 

Har. Drunk by this Day-and fo early too? Oh 
you’re a fpecial Officer; unhand my Horfe, Sirrah, or you 
ffiall pay for all the Damage you do me. 

Off. Hey day.' here’s a fine Cheat upon the Vice Roy ; 
Sir, pay me, or I’ll feize your. Horfe.— [Har. fir ikes him. 

Thev fcuffte a little. 
--Nay, and jou be fo brisk, I’ll call the Clerk from 
feis Office. 1 

Calls. 
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Calls.--Mr. Cleric, Mr. Clerk. [Goes to the Entrance 

to call the Clerk, the mean time Har. whips a 
Frock over himfelf, and puts down the hind 
part of the Chariot, and then 91is a Cart. 

y • ? ; | . ( . (,. CX ' t 

Enter Clerk. 
• 'T . ' % ^ \ Y i . i trfm , » - ? ■ »n rN . t 

* r * ‘ <r\ * J { l f J vl vlii wJ 

C/tr. What’s the matter here ?- 
Off. Here’s a Fellow, Sir, will perfwade me, his Calafli 

is a Cart, and refufes the Cuftoms for palling the Gate. 
Cler. A Calalh—Where ?■-1 fee only a Carter and 

his Cart. [The Officer looks on him. 
Off. Ha,—What a Devil, was I blind ? 
Har. Mr. Clerk, I am a Baker, that come with Bread 

to fell, and this Fellow here has ftopt me this hour, and 
made me lofe the Sale of my Ware — and being Drunk, 
will out-face me I am a Farmer, and this Cart a Calafli.— 

Cler. He’s in an Errour Friend, pafs on-_ 
Har. No Sir, I’ll have fatisfa&ion firft, or the Vice-Roy 

fhall know how he’s lerv’d by drunken Officers, that Nui- 
fance to a Civil Government. 

Cler. What do you demand, Friend ? 
Har. Demand,-1 demand a Crown, Sir. 
Off. This is very hard— Mr. Clerk—If ever I faw in 

my Life, I thought I faw a Gentleman and a Calafli. 
Cler. Come, come, gratifie him, and fee better hereafter. 
Off. Here Sir,—If I muft, I mull— [Gives him a Crown. 
Cler. Pafs on, Friend- [Ex. Clerk. Har. unfeen, 

puts up the Back of his Calafh, and whips off his 
Frock, and goes to drive on. The Officer looks 
on him, and ffops him again. 

Off. Hum, I’ll fwear it is a Calalh-Mr. Clerk, 
Mr. Clerk, come back, come back—— [Runs out to call 

him. He changes as he fore. 
- ~ * l . A -i X . 

Enter Officer and Clerk. !' 

--Come Sir, let your own Eyes convince you, Sir. 
Cler. Convince me, of what, you Sott ? 

G i Off. 
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Off. That this is a Gentleman, and that a—ha,-—>— 

[Looks about on Hat*. 
Cler. Stark Drunk, Sirrah 1 if you trouble me at every 

Miftake of yours thus, you lhall quit your Office.-■ 
Off. I beg your Pardon, Sir, I am a little in Drink I 

eonfefs, a little Blind and Mad-Sir,-This muft 
be the Devil* that’s certain. [The Clerk goes out, Har. 

puts up his Calajh again, and pulls 
off his Frock and drives out. 

-Well, now to my thinking, ’tis as plain a Calafh 
again, as ever I faw in my Life, and yet I’m fatisfy’d ’tis 
nothing but a Cart. [Exit. 

SCENE changes to the Do&ors Houle. 

The Hall. 

Enter Scaramouch in a Chair, which fet down and open'd, on 
all (ides, and on the top reprefents an Apothecaries Shop, 
the In fide being pahted with Shelves and Rows of Pots 
and Bottles; Scaramouch fitting in it drejs'd in Black, 
with a (hort black Cloak, a Ruff, and little Hat. 

Scar. " I“He Devil’s in’t, if either the Do<£tor, my Ma- 
1 fter, or Mopfophil, know me in this Dif- 

guife-And thus I may not only gain my Miflrifs, 
and out-wit Harlequin, but deliver the Ladies thofe Let¬ 
ters from their Lovers, which I took out of his Pocket 
this Morning, and who wou’d fufpecft an Apothecary for 
a Pimp.-*——Nor can the Jade Mopfophil, in Honour, re¬ 
fute a Perfon of my Gravity, and fo well fet up.-- 

[Pointing to his Shop. 
-Hum, the Doctor here firft, this is not fo well, but 
I’m prepar’d with Impudence for all Encounters. 

Enter 



Enter the Doctor. Scaramouch Salutes him gravely. 

—-Moft Reverend Do&or Baliardo.- [Bows. 
Doll. Seignior- [Bows. 

• Scar. I might, through great Pufillanimity,blulh-- 
to give you this Anxiety. Did I not opine you were as 
Gracious as CommunitiVe and Eminent; and tho’ you 
have no Cognifance of me, your Humble Servant,-* 
yet I have of you,-you being fo greatly fam’d for 
your admirable Skill, both in Gallenical and Paracelftan 
Phenomena s, and other approv’d Felicities in Vulnerary 
Emeticks,and purgative Experiences. 

Doll. Seignior,—your Opinion honours me-a rare 
Man this. 

Scar. And though I am at prefent bufied in writing- 
thofe few Obfervations I have accumulated in my Peregri¬ 
nations, Sir, yet the Ambition I afpir’d to, of being an 
Ocular and Aurial Witnefs of your Singularity, made me 
trefpafs on your fublimer Affairs. 

Doth Seignior.- 
Scar. — Befides a violent Inclination, Sir, of being ini¬ 

tiated into the Denomination of your Learned Family, by 
the Conjugal Circumference of a Matrimonial Tye, with 
that fingularly accomplifh’d Perfon-Madam,the Go- 
vernante of your Hoffel. 

Doll. Hum-A fwcet-heart for Mopfopbil f [Afide. 
Scar. And if I may obtain your Condelcenfion to my 

Hymeneal Propofitions, I doubt not my Operation with 
the Fair One. 

Doll. Seignior, fhe is much honour’d in the Over¬ 
ture, and my Abilities ffiall not be wanting to fix the 
Concord. 
-But have you been a Traveller, Sir? 

Scar. Without Circumlocutions, Sir, I have feen all 
the Regions beneath the Sun and Moon. 

Dott. Moon, Sir! You never travell’d thither, Sir ? 
Scar. Not in Propria Perjona, Seignior, but by fpecula- 

tion, I have, and made moft confiderable Remarques on 
that 
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that incomparable Terra Firma, of which I have the com- 
pleateft Map. in Chriftendom--and which Gonzales 
himfelf omitted in his Cofmographia of the Lunar Mundus. 

Dotf. A Map of the Lunar Mundus, Sir / May I crave 
the Honour of feeing it ? 

Scar. You fhall, Sir, together with a Map of Terra In¬ 
cognita, a great Rarety, indeed, Sir. 

Enter Bellemante. 

Doll. Jewels, Sir, worth a Kings Ranfome. 
Bell. Ha,-What Figure of a Thing have we 

here-Bantering my Credulous Uncle ?-This 
mud be fome Scout lent from our Forlorn Hope, to difco- 
ver the Enemy, and bring in frefh Intelligence.—Hum,— 
That Wink tipt me fome Tidings, and lhe deferves not a 
good Look, who underftands not the Language of the 
Eyes.-Sir, Dinner’s on the Table. 

Doll. Let it wait, I am imploy’d -— [She creeps to the 
other fide of Scaramouch, who makes Signs with his 
Hand to her. 

Bed. Ha,'*?—'tis fo,-This fellow has fome Novel 
for us, fome Letters or Inftrudbions, but how to get it—• 

[ As Scar, talks to the Doctor, he takes the Letters 
ly degrees out of his Pocket, and unfeen, gives 
’em Bellemante behind him. 

Dolt. But this Map, Seignior ; I proteft you have fill’d 
me with Curiofity. Has it fignify’d all things fo exactly 
fay you » 

Scar. Omitted nothing, Seignior, no City, Town, Vil¬ 
lage or Villa; no Caftle, River, Bridge, Lake, Spring or 
Mineral. 

Doll. Are any, Sir, of thofe admirable Mineral Waters 
there, fo frequent in our World ? 

Scar. In abundance, Sir, the Famous Garamanteen, a 
young Italian, Sir, lately come from thence, gives an ac¬ 
count of an excellent Scaturigo, that has lately made an 
Ebulation there, in great Reputation with the Lunary 
Ladies. 

Dolt. 
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Doll. Indeed,Sir! be pleas’d,Seignior, to Yolve me fome 

Queries that may enode fome apparences of the Virtue 
of the Water you fpeak of. 

Scar. Pox upon him, what Queftions he asks—-— 
but I muft on-Why Sir, you muff know,-the 
Tindture of this Water upon Stagnation, Ceruberates, and 
the Crocus upon the Stones Flaveces; this he obferves—* 
to be, Sir, the Indication of a Generous Water. 

Doll. Hum-- {Gravely Nodding, 
Sca>\ Now, Sir, be pleas’d to obferve the three Regions, 

if they be bright, without doubt Mars is powerful; if the 
middle Region or Camera be palled , Filia Solis is 
breeding. 

Doll. Hum. 
Scar. And then the third Region, if the Faeces be vola- 

til, the Birth will foon come in Balneo. This I obferved 
alio in the Laboratory of that Ingenious Chymift Lyfidonoy 
and with much Pleafure animadverted that Mineral of the 
fame Zenith and Nader, of that now fo famous Water in 
England, near that famous Metropolis, call’d IJlington. 

Doll. Seignior—- 
Scar. For, Sir, upon the Infufion, the Crows Head im¬ 

mediately procures the Seal of Hermes, and had not Lac 
Virginis been too foon fuck’d up, I believe we might have 
feen the Confummation of Amalgena. 

[Bellemante having got her Letters, goes off. She 
makes Signs to him to fiay a little. He Nods. 

Dolt. Mod likely, Sir. 
Scar. But, Sir, this Garamanteen relates the flrangeft 

Operation of a Mineral in the Lunar World, that ever I 
heard of. 

DoS. As how, I pray, Sir ? 
Scar. Why, Sir, a Water impregnated to a Circulation 

with Fema Materia ; upon my Honour, Sir, the ftrongcft 
I ever drank of 

DoS. How, Sir! did you drink of it ? 
Scar. I only fpeak the words of Garamanteen, Sir. 

•--Pox on him, I lhall be trapt. [Afide. 
DoS. Cry Mercy, Sir.- [Bows. 

Scarm 
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'Scar. The Lunary Phyficians, Sir, call it Vrinam Vulca- 

tti, it Calibrates every ones Excrements more or lefs ac¬ 
cording to the Gradus of the Natural Calor. —:—To my 
Knowledge, Sir, a Smith of a very fiery Conftitution, is 
grown very Opulent by drinking thefe Waters. 

Dott. How, Sir, grown Rich tty drinking the Waters, 
and to your Knowledge ? 

Scar. The Devil’s in my Tongue, to my Knowledge, 
Sir, for what a man of Honour relates, I may fafely af¬ 
firm. 

Dott. Excufe me, Seignior- [Puts eff bis Hat 
again gravely. 

Scar. For, Sir, conceive me how he grew Rich, fince he 
drank thofe Waters he never buys any Iron, but hammers 
it out of Stercus Proprius. 

Enter Bellemante with a Billet. 

Bell. Sir, ’tis three a Clock, and Dinner will be cold.— 
[Goes behind Scaramouch, and gives him the Note, 

and goes out. 
Dott. I come Sweet-heart; but this is wonderful. 
Scar. Ay, Sir, and if at any time Nature be too infirm, 

and he prove Coftive, he has no more to do, but to apply 
a Load-ftone ad Anum. 

Dott. 1st poffible ? 
Scar. Moft true, Sir, and that facilitates the Journey per 

Fifera.—-But I detain you, Sir, another time- 
Sir,--—I will now only beg the Honour of a Word or 
turn with the Governante, before I go.- 

Dott. Sir, fire flrall wait on you, and I fliall be proud of 
the Honour of your Converfation.— [They bow. Exit 

Dodor. 

Enter to him Harlequin, drefs'd like a Farmer, as before. 
I 

Har. Hum——What have we here, a Taylor or a 
Tumbler ? 

' ' ’ . i - . 

Scar. 
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Scar. Ha—Who’s this ?—Huai*-What if it Ihou’d 

be the Fanner that the Dodtor has promis’d Mopfophil to > 
My Heart mifgives me. [They Ivok at each other a while. 
Who wou'd you fpeak with, Friend ? 

Har. This is, perhaps, my Rival, the Apothecary.- 
Speak with, Sir, why, what’s that to you ? 

Scar. Have you Affairs with Seignior Do&or, Sir ? 
Har. It may be I have, it may be I have not. What 

then, Sir ?—- 

While they feem in angry Difpute, Enter Mopfophil. 

Mop. Seignior Do&or tells me I have a Lover waits me, 
fure it muff be the Farmer or the Apothecary. No matter 
which, fo a Lover, that welcomeft man alive. I am re- 
folv’d to take the firfl: good Offer, tho’ but in Revenge of 
Harlequin and Scaramouch, for puting Tricks upon me.— 
Ha,-Two of’em ! 

Scar. My Miftrifs here ! [They loth Bow and Ad¬ 
vance, both putting each other by. 

Mop. Hold Gentlemen,-do not worry me. 
Which of you wou’d fpeak with me ? 

Both. I, I, I, Madam- 
Mop. Both of you ? 
Both. No, Madam, I, I. 
Mop. If both Lovers, you are both welcome, but let’s 

have fair Play, and take your turns to fpeak. 
Har. Ay, Seignior, ’tis moll uncivil to interrupt me. 
Scar. And difingenious, Sir, to intrude on rne. 

[,Tutting one another by. 
Mop. Let me then fpeak firfl:. 
Har. I’m Dumb. 
Scar. I Acquiefce. 
Mop. I was inform’d there was a Pcrfon here had Pro- 

pofitions ofMarriagetomake me. 
Har. That’s I, that’s I——- [Shoves Scar. away. 
Scar. And I attend to that conlcqucntial 'Finis. 

[Shoves Har. away. 

H Har. 
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Har. I know not what you mean by your Finis ^ Seig¬ 

nior, but I am come to offer my felf this Gentlewomans 
Servant, her Lover, her Husband, her Dog in a Halter, or 
any thing. 

Scar. Him I pronounce a Paltroon,~ and an Ignomini¬ 
ous Utenfil, that dares lay claim to the Renowned Lady 
of my Frimum Mobile; that is, my bell Affe&ions.-* 

\_In Rage. 
Har. I fear not your hard Words, Sir, but dare aloud 

pronounce, if Donna Mopfophil like me, the Farmer, as well 
as I like her, ’tis a Match, and my Chariot is ready at the 
Gate to bear her off^ d ye fee.- 

Mop. Ah, how that Chariot pleads.- [Afide. 
Scar. And I pronounce, that being intoxicated with 

the fweet Eyes of this refulgent Lady, I come to tender 
her my nobleft Particulars, being already mod advan- 
tageoufly fet up with the circumftantial Implements of my 
Occupation. [Points to the Shop. 

Mop. A City Apothecary, a mod Gentile Calling- 
Which fliall I chufe -Seignior Apothecary, Til not 
expoftulate the Circumfiantial Reafons that have occafi- 
on?d me this Honour.- 

Scar. Incomparable Lady, the Elegancy of your Re- 
pertces mod excellently denote the Proiundity of your Ca¬ 
pacity. 

Har. What the Devil’s all this ? Good Mr. Conjurer 
ftand by-and don’t fright the Gentlewoman with your 
Elegant Profondities. [Puts him by. 

Scar. How, a Conjurer! I will chaftife thy vulgar Ig¬ 
norance, that yclips a Philofopher a Conjurer. [In Rage. 

Har. Lofaphers !•-Prethee, if thou be’ft a Man, 
fpeak like a Man-then 

Scar. Why, What do I fpeak like ? What do I fpeak like ? 
Har. What do you fpeak like---—why you fpeak like 

a Wheel-Barrow. 
Scar. How!- 
Har. And how. [they come up clofe together at half 

Sword Farry; flare on each other for a while, 
then put up and bow to each other civilly. 

Mop. 
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Mop. Thats well Gentlemen, let’s have all Peace, while I 

furvey you both, and fee which likes me heft. 
[She goes between ’em, and furveys ’em lothy they making 

ridiculous Bows on both fides, and Grimaces the while. 
-ha,-now on my Confcience, my two foolifh 
Lovers,—-—Harlequin and Scaramouch; how are my 
Hopes defeated ?-but Faith I'll fit you both. [She 

views 'em both. 

Scar. So, fhe’s confidering Hill, I fliall be the happy 
Dog. [Afide. 

Har. She’s taking aim, file cannot chufe but like me 
* belt. [Afide. 

Scar. Well, Madam, how does my Perfon propagate. 
[Bowing and Smiling. 

Mop. Faith Seignior, now I look better on you, I do not 
like your Phifnomy fo well as your Intelle&s; you difeo- 
vering fome Circumftantial Symptoms that ever denote a 
Villainous Inconltancy. 

Scar. Ah, you are pleas’d, Madam.- 
Mop. You are miftaken, Seignior, I am difpleas’d at 

your Gray Eyes, and Black Eye-brows and Beard, I never 
knew a Man with thofe Signs, true to his Miftrifs or his 
Friend. And I wou’d fooncr wed that Scoundrel Scara¬ 
mouch, that very civil Pimp, that meer pair of Chymical 
Bellows that blow the Doctors projecting Fires, that De¬ 
puty-Urinal Shaker, that very Guzman of Salamanca, 
than a Fellow of your infallible Signum Mallis. 

Har. Ha, ha, ha,—you have your Anfwer, Seigni¬ 
or Friskin-and may fliut up your Shop and be 
gone.-—Ha, ha, ha.--- 

Sea. Hum, fure the Jade knows me- [Afide. 
Mop. And as for you, Seignior. 
Har. Ha, Madam-— [Bowing and Smiling. 
Mop. Thofe Lanthorn Jaws of yours, with that molt 

villainous Sneer and Grin, and a certain fierce Aire of your 
Eyes, looks altogether molt Fanatically-which with 
your notorious Whey Beard, are certain Signs of Knavery 
and Cowardice ; therefore I’d rather wed that Spider Harle¬ 
quin, that Sceliton Buffoon, that Ape of Man, that Jack of 

H z Lent, 
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Lent, that very Top, that’s of no ufe, but when’tis.whipt 
and lalht, that pitious Property I’d rather wed than thee. 

Har. A very fair Declaration—— 
Mop. you underftand me-and fo adieu fweet Glifter- 

pipe, and Seigniordirty Boots, Ha, ha, ha.— [.Runs out. 
[They ft and looking /imply on each other, without 

/peaking a while. 
Scar. That I Ihou’d' not know that Rogue Harlequin. 

[Jfide. 
Har. That I ihou’d take this Fool for a Phyfician. [Ajide. 

-How long have you commenc’d Apothecary, 
Seignior i 

Scar. Ever fince you turn’d Farmer.-Are not you 
a damn’d Rogue to put thefe Tricks upon me, and moll 
difhonorably break all Articles between us * 

Har. And are not you a damn’d Son of a'-fome- 
thing-to break Articles with me > 

Scar. No more Words, Sir, no more words, I find it mull 
come to Aftion,--Draw.-- [Draws. 

Har. Draw,—fo I can draw, Sir.-* [Draws. 

They make a ridiculous cowardly Fight. Enter the Dodlor, 
which they Jeeing, come on with more Courage. He runs 
between, and with his Cane beats the Swords down. 

Dolt. Hold—hold-What mean you Gentlemen > 
Scar. Let me go, Sir, I am provok’d beyond meafure, 

Sir. 
Doll. You mull excufe me, Seignior;- 

[Parlies with Harlequin. 
Scar. I dare not difeover the Fool for his Mailers Sake, 

and it may fpoil our Intrigue anon; feefides, he’ll then 
difeover 'me, and I lhall be difearded for bantering the 
Doctor. [Aftde, 
-A Man of Honour to be fo bafely affronted 
here.—— [The Dolt or comes to appeafe Scaramouch. 

Har. Shou’d I difeover this Rafcal, he wou’d tell the 
Old Gentleman I was the fame that attempted his Houfe 

to 
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to day in Womans Cloths, and I fhou’d be kick’d and 
beaten mod unfatiably. 

Scar. What, Seignior, for a man of Parts to be impos’d 
upon,—and whipt through the Lungs here—-—like a 
Mountebanks Zany for Hum Cures-Mr. Doctor, F 
mud tell you ’tis not Civil. 

Do£l. I am extreamly forry for it, Sir,-and you 
fliall fee how I will have this Fellow handled for the Af¬ 
front to a Perfon of your Gravity, and in my Houfe— 
Here Pedro,—-- 

Enter Pedro. 

■-Take this Intruder, or bring feme of your Fellows 
hither, and tofs him in a Blanket- [Ex. Pedro. Har. 

going to creep away. Scar, holds him. 
Har. Hark ye,—< bring me off, or I’ll difcover all your 

Intrigue. [Afide to him. 
Scar. Let me alone-1- 
Dod. I'll warrant you feme Rogue that has fome Plot 

on my Neece and Daughter.——— 
Scar. No. no, Sir, he comes to impofe the grofleft Lye 

upon you, that ever was heard of. 

% 4 • + * * * - 

Enter Pedro with others, with a Blanket. They put Har. 
into it, and tofs him. 

Har. Hold, hold,-I’ll confefs all, rather than in¬ 
jure it. 

Do cl. Hold,--What will you confefs, Sir. 
[He comes out. Makes Jick Faces. 

Scar. —That he’s the greatefl Impoflor in Nature. 
Wou’d you think it, Sir ? he pretends to be no lefs than 
an AmbafTador from the-Emperor of the Modn, Sir- 

Doll. Ha,-Ambaflador from the Emperor of the 
Moon-- [Puds off his Hat. 

Scar. Ay, Sir, thereupon I laugh’d, thereupon he grew 
angry,—I laugh’d at his Refentment, and thereupon we 
drew—-and this was the high Quarrel, Sir. 

•*N i*W Doa.. 
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Doff. Hum,—Ambaflador from the Moon. [Paufcs. 
Scar. I have brought you off, manage him as well as 

you can. 
Har. Brought me off, yes, out of the Frying-Pan into 

the Fire. Why, how the Devil lhall I aft an Ambaf- 
fador ? ? [Afide. 

Doff. It mu ft be fo, for how ftiou’d either of thefe know 
I expefted that Honour ? [He addreffes him with pro¬ 

found Civility to Har. 
Sir, if the Figure you make, approaching fo near ours of 
this World, have made us commit any undecent Indignity 
to your high Charafter, you ought to pardon the Frailty 
of our Mortal Education and Ignorance, having never be¬ 
fore been bleft with the Del'cention of any from your 
World.- 

Har. What the Devil lhall I fay now > [AJide. 
-1 confefs, I am as you fee by my Garb, Sir, a little 
Incognito, becaufe the Publick Meflage I bring, is very pri¬ 
vate-which is, that the mighty Iredonozor, Empe¬ 
ror of the Moon-with his moft worthy Brother, the 
Prince of Thunderland, intend to Sup with you to Night— 
Therefore be fure you get good Wine.-Tho’ by the 
way let me tell you, tis for the Sake of your Fair 
Daughter. 

Scar. I’ll leave the Rogue to his own Management.— 
I prefume, by your whifpering, Sir, you wou’d be private, 
and humbly beging Pardon, take my Leave. 

[Ex. Scaramouch. 
Har. You have it Friend. Does your Neece and Daugh¬ 

ter Drink, Sir ? 
Doff. Drink, Sir ? 
Har. Ay, Sir, Drink hard. 
Doff. Do the Women of your World drink hard, Sir ? ■ 
Har. According to their Quality, Sir, more or lefs; the 

greater the Quality, the more Profufe the Quantity. 
Doff. Why that’s juft as ’tis here; but your Men of Qua¬ 

lity, your States-men, Sir, I prefume they are Sober, 
Learned and Wile. 
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Har. Faith, no. Sir, but they arc, for the moll part, 

whats as good, very Proud, and promifmg, Sir, mod li¬ 
beral of their Word to every fauning Suiter, to purchale 
the date of long Attendance, and cringing as they pafs ; 
but the Devil of a Performance, without you get the 
Knack of bribing in the right Place and Time ,* but yet 
they all defy it, Sir.- 

. Dott. Juft, juft as ’tis here. 
--But pray Sir, How do thefe Great Men live with 
their Wives. 

Har. Ivloft Nobly, Sir, my Lord keeps his Coach, my 
Lady, hers ; my Lord his Bed, my Lady hers ; and very 
rarely fee one another, unlefs they chance to meet in a 
Vifit, in the Park, the Mally xhz Toore, or at the Bajfet- 
Talky where they civilly Salute and part,he to his Miftrils, 
file to play. 

Dott. Good lack! juft: as ’tis here. 
Har. --Where, if file chance to lofe her Money, 

rather than give out, flie borrows of the next Amorous 
Coxcomb, who, from that Minute, hopes, and is fure to 
be paid again one way or other, the next kind Oppor¬ 
tunity. 

Dott.-Juft: as tis here. 
Har. As for the young Fellows that have Money, they 

have no Mercy upon their own Perfons, but wearing Na¬ 
ture off as faft as they can, Swear, and Whore and Drink, 
and Borrow as long any Rooking Citizen will lend, till 
having dearly purchafed the Heroick Title of a Bully or a 
Sharper, they live pity’d of their Friends, and defpis’d by 
their Whores, and depart this Tranfitory World, diverie 
and fundry ways. 

Dott- juft, juft, as’tis here! 
Har. As for the Citizen, Sir, the Courtier lies with 

his Wife, he, in revenge, cheats him of his Eftate, till Rich 
enough to marry his Daughter to a Courtier, again give 
him all-unlefs his Wives Over-Gallantry break him ; 
and thus the World runs round.- 

Dull. The very fame ’tis here.-* Is there no pre¬ 
ferment, Sir, for Men of Paits and Merit ? 

Har. 
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Har. Parts and Merit! What’s that i a Livery, or the 

handlbme tying a Cravat, for the great Men prefer none 
but their Foot-men and Vallets. 

Do ft. By my Troth, juft as ’tis here. 
-Sir, I find you are a Perfon of moft profound Intelli¬ 
gence—under Favour, Sir,—Are you a Native of the Moon 
or this World.- 

IIjr. The Devils in him for hard Queftions. 
—— I am a ATaopolita»^ Sir. 

Do ft. Sir, I Honour you; good luck, my Countryman! 
How got you to the Region of the Moon, Sir .•> 

Har. —A plaguy inquifitive old Fool--— 
•-Why, Sir,-Pox on’t, what lhall I fay — 
I being-one day in a mufing Melancholy, walking by 
the Sea-fide-there arofe, Sir, a great Mill, by the Suns 
exhaling of the Vapours of the Earth, Sir. 

Do ft. Right, Sir. 
Har. In this Fog or Mift, Sir, I was exhal’d. 
Do ft. The Exalations of the Sun, draw you to the 

Moon, Sir? 
Har. I am condemn’d to the Blanket again.-1 lay, 

Sir, I was exhal’d up, but in my way-being too heavy, 
was dropt into the Sea. 

Do ft. How, Sir, into the Sea f 
Har. The Sea, Sir, where the Emperors Fiiher-man 

calling his Nets,drew me up, and took me for a ftrange and 
monftrous Filh, Sir,-and as fuch, prefented me to his 
Mightinefs,-who going to have me Spitchcock’d for 
his own eating. 

Do ft. How, Sir, eating ?-* 
Har. What did me I, Sir, (Life being fweet) but fall 

on my Knees, and befought his Glorioufnefs not to eat me, 
for I was no Filh but a Man; he ask’dme of what Country, 
I told him of Naples; whereupon the Emperor overjoy’d 
ask’d me if I knew that moft Reverend and moft Learned 
Do&or Baliarfto, and his fair Daughter. I told him I did: 
whereupon' he made me his Bed-fellow, and the Confident 
to his Amour to Seigniora Elaria. 
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Doll. Blefs me, Sir! how came the Emperor to know 

my Daughter ? 
Har.-There he is again with his damn’d hard Que* 

(lions. ——Knew her, Sir,-Why-you were walk¬ 
ing abroad one day.- 

Do ft. My Daughter never goes abroad, Sir, farther than 
our Garden. —* - 

Har. Ay, there it was indeed, Sir, — and as his High- 
nefs was taking a Survey of this lower World-through 
a long Perfpecdive, Sir,- ——-he faw you and your Daugh¬ 
ter and Neece, and from that very moment, fell mod de- 
fperately in Love.——But hark-the found of Tim* 
brils, Kettle-Drums and Trumpets.-The Emperor, 
Sir, is on his Way,-prepare for his Reception. 

[.A Jirange Noife is heard of Brafs Kettles, and 
Tans, and Bells, and many tinkling things. 

Doft. I’m in a Rapture-How lhall I pay my Gra¬ 
titude for this great Negotiation ?—but as I may, I 
humbly offer, Sir.^——- [Prefects him with a Rich 

Ring and a Purfe of Gold\ 
Har. Sir, as an Honour done the Emperor, I take your 

Ring and Gold. I mull go meet his Highnefs.-— 
[Takes Leave- 

Enter to him Scaramouch, as himfelf. 
■ \ 

Scar. Oh, Sir! we are afloniffi’d with the dreadful found 
of the fweeteft Mufick that ever Mortal heard, but know 
not whence it comes. Have you not heard it. Sir ? 

Do ft. Heard it, yes, Fool,*—-Tis the Mufick of the 
Spheres, the Emperor of the Moon World is defcending. 

Scar. How, Sir, no marvel then, that looking towards 
the South, I faw fuch fplendid Glories in the Air. 

Do ft. Ha,——(aw’d thou ought defcending in the Air ? 
Scar. Oh, yes, Sir, Wonders ! haftc to the old Gallery, 

whence, with the help of your Telefcope, you may difco- 
ver all.«- 

Do ft. I wou’d not lofe a moment for the lower 
Univerfe. 

I Enter 
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Enter Elaria, Bellemante, Mopfophil, drefsd in rich Antick 

Halits. 

Ela. Sir, we are drefs’d as you commanded us, What is 
your farther Pleafure ? 

Doll, zzzzit well becomes the Honour you’re defign’d 
for,this Night to wed two Princes*—*come with me and 
know your happy Fates. [Ex. Dodtor and Scar. 

Ela. Blefs me ! My Father, in all the reft of his Dif- 
courfe, fhows fo much Senfe and Reafon, I cannot think 
him mad, but feigns all this to try us. 

Bell. Not Mad/ Marry Heaven forbid, thou art al¬ 
ways creating Fears to ftartleone ; why, if he be not mad, 
his want of Sleep this eight and forty hours, the Noife of 
ftrange unheard of Inftruments, with the Fantaftick Splen¬ 
dor of the unufual Sight, will fo turn his Brain and dazle 
him, that in Grace of Goodnefs, he may be Mad : If he 
be not;-come, lets after him to the Gallery, for I 
long to fee in what Ihowing Equipage our Princely Lovers 
will add refs to us. [Exeunt. 

SCENE TheLaft. 

The gallery richly adorn’d "frith Scenes and Lights. 

Enter Doctor, Elaria, Bellemante, and Mopfophil. Soft 
Mufick is heard. 

Bell, r ‘I A-Heavens! what’s here?-what Palace 
LI is this ?-No part of our Houfe, I'm 

fure. --— 
Ela. Tis rather the Apartment of fome Monarch. 
Doll. I’m all amazement too, but'muft not fhow my 

Ignorance*.-Yes, Elaria^ this is prepar'd to entertain 
two Princes. 

Bell. 
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BeB. Are yoirfure on’t, Sir ? are we not, think you, in 

that World above, I often heard you fpeak of? in the 
Moon, Sir ? 

Doll. How fliall I refolve her ?-For ought I know, 
we are. [Afide. 

Ela. Sure, Sir, ’tis fome Inchantment. 
Dolt Let not thy Female Ignorance prophane the high- 

eft Myfteries of Natural Philofbphy : To Fools it feems 
Inchantment-but I’ve a Senfe can reach it,-fit 
and expert the Event.-Hark—I am amaz’d, but 
muft conceal my Wonder-that Joy of Fools- 
and appear wife in Gravity. 

Bell. Whence comes this charming Sound, Sir ? 
Doll. From the Spheres-it is familiar to me. 

The Scene in the Front draws off.\ and /hews the Hill of 
Parnaflus ; a nolle large Walk of Trees leading to it, with 
eight or ten Negroes upon Pedefials, rangd on each fide 
of the Walks. Next Keplair and Gallileus defcend on 
each fide, oppofite to each other, in Chariots, with Per- 

fpeltives in their Hands, as viewing the Machine of the 
2.0dlack. Soft Mufick plays fill. 

Dolt. Methought I faw the Figure of two Men defcend 
from yonder Cloud, on yonder Hill. 

Ela. I thought fo too, but they are dilappear’d, and the 
wing’d Chariot’s fled. 

Enter Keplair and Gallileus. 

Bell. See, Sir, they approach.- [The Dollor rifes 
and Bows. 

Kep. Moft Reverend Sir, we, from the upper World, 
thus low falute you.-Keplair and Gallileus we are 
call’d, fent as Interpreters to Great Iredonozor, the Empe¬ 
ror of the Moon, who is defending. 

Dolt. Moft Reverend Bards-profound Philolo- 
pherS"-thus low I bow to pay my humble Gratitude. 
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Kep. The Emperor, Sir, falutes you, and your fair 

Daughter. 
Gall. And, Sir, the Prince of Thunderland falutes you, 

and your fair Neece. 
Doll. Thus low I fall to thank their Royal Goodnels. 

[yKneels. They take him up. 
Bell. Came you, moft Reverend Bards, from the Moon 

World ? 
Kep. Molt Lovely Maid, we did. 
Doll. May I prefume to ask the manner how t 
Kep. By Cloud, Sir, through the Regions of the Air, 

down to the fam’d Parnaffus ; thence by Water, along the 
River Helicon, the reft by Poft, upon two wing’d Eagles. 

Doll. Sir, are there ftore of our World inhabiting the 
Moon ? 

Kep. Oh, of all Nations, Sir, that lie beneath it in the 
Emperors Train / Sir, you will behold abundance; look 
up and fee the Orbal World defcending ; obferve the Zo- 
diack, Sir, with her twelve Signs. 

[ Next the Zodiack defcends, a Symphony playing all 
the while; when it is landed, it delivers the 
twelve Signs: Then the Song, the Perjons of 
the Zodiack being the Singers. After which> 
the Negroes Dance and mingle in the Chorus. 

A Song for the Zodiack. 

LE T murmuring Lovers no longer Repine, 
But their Hearts and their P'oices advance ; 

Let the Nimphs and the Swains in the kind Chorus joyn. 
And the Satyrs andFauns in a Dance. 

Let nature put on her Beauty of May, 
And the Fields and the Meadows adorn; 

Let the Woods and the Mountains refound with the Joy, 
And the Echoes their Triumph return. 

Chorus. 



Chorus. 

For fince Love wore his Darts, 
And Virgins grew Coy ; 

Since thefe wounded Hearts, 
And thofe coud dejiroy. 

There ne'er was more Caufe for your Triumphs and Joy. 

Hark, harky the Mufick of the Spheres, 
Some Wonder approaching declares ; 

Suchy fuchy as has not hlejl your Eyes and Ears 
This thoufandy thoufandy thoujandyears. 

Seeyjee what the Force of Love can makey 
Who rules in Heaveny in Earth and Sea ; 

Behold how he commands the Zodiacky 
While the fixt Signs unhinging all obey. 

Not one of which, but reprejents 
The Attributes of Love, 

Who governs all the Elements 
In Harmony above. 

Chorus. 

For fince Love wore his Darts, 
And Virgins grew Coy ; 

Since thefe wounded Heartsy 
And thofe cou d deflrojy 

There ne'er was more Caufe for your Triumphs and Joy. 

The wanton Aries firfi defeendsy 
To Jhow the Vigor and the P'/ay, 

Beginning Lovey beginning Love attends, 
When the young Pajfion is all-over Joy, 
He bleats his foft Pain to the fair curled Throngy 
And be leapSy and he boundsy and Loves all the day long. 



(il) 
At once Loves Courage and his Slavery 

In Taurus is exprefsd\ 
Thoy ore the Plains he Conqueror ley 

The Generous BeaJf 
Dees to the 7 oak fulmit bis Noble Breafty 
While Gemini finding and twining of Armsy 

Shows Loves foft Indearments and Charms. 
And CancerV Jlow Motion the degrees do exprefsy 

Refpettful Love arrives to Happinefs. 
Leo his Strength and Majejlyy 
Virgo his blujhing Modeflyy 
And Libra all his Equity. 
His Sultilty does Scorpio Jhomy 

And Sagittarius all his loofe defirey 
By Capricorn his forward Humour know, 
And Aqua. Lovers Tears that raife his Firey 
While Pifces, which intwin d do movey 
Show the foft Playy and wanton Arts of Love. 

Chorus. 

For fince Love wore his Darts, 
And Virgins grew Coy ; 

Since thefe wounded Heartsy 
And thofe coud deflroyy 

There ne'er was more Caufe for Triumphs and Joy. 

-See how Ihe turns, and fends her Signs to Earth.—- 
Behold the Ram--Airies-fee Taurus next defeends ; 
then Gemini-fee how the Boys embrace.—Next 
Cancer, then Leo, then the Virgin; next to her Libraj- 
Scorpio, Sagittary, Capricorn, Aquarius,--Pifces. This 
eight thouland years no Emperor has defeended, but In- 
cognito\ but when he does, to make his Journey more 
Magnificent, the Zodiack, Sir, attends him. 
^ Doth Tis all amazing, Sir. 
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Kep. Now, Sir, behold, the Globick World defcends two 

thouland Leagues below its wonted Station, to (how Obe¬ 
dience to its proper Monarch. 

[After which) the Glohe of the Moon appears^firfl, like 
a new Moon; as it moves forward it increases, till it 
comes to the Full. When it is defcended, it opens, 
and )hews the Emperor and the Prince, they come 
forth with all their Train, the Flutes playing a Sym¬ 
phony before him, which prepares the Song. Which 
ended, the Dancers mingle as before. 

A SONG. 

ALL Joy to Mortals, Joy and Mirth 
Eternal 10‘S fing • 

The Gods of Love dtfcend to Earth, 
Their Darts have lofi the Sting. 

The Touth (hall now complain no more 
On Silvia’s nee diefs Scorn, 

But (he (hall love, if he adore, 
And melt when he Jhall burn. 

The Nimph no longer fball be fhy, 
But leave the jilting Road ; 

And Daphne now no more (hall fly 
The wounded panting God; 

But all (hall be ferene and fairy 
No fad Complaints of Love 
Shall fill the Gentle whifpering Air, 

No echoing Sighs the Grove. 

Beneath the Shades voung Strephon lies. 
Of all his Wi fh pojfefs'd; 

Gazing on Silvia’s charmihg Eyesy 
Whofe Soul is there confefs d. 

All (oft and fweet the Maid appear s. 
With Looks that know no Art, 

j4nd though (heyields with trembling Fears, 
She yields with all her Heart. 

See, 
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-——See, Sir, the Cloud of Foreigners appears, French 
TJ fifi, Spaniards, Danes, Turks, Ruffians, Indians, and* 
tK nearer Climes of Chriftendom ,• and ladly, Sir, behold 
the mighty Emperor.- 

[z4 Chariot appears, ^ which 
is Cinthio /<?r the Emperor, richly drefsd and 
Charmante/^r Prince, rich, with a good many 
Heroes attending. Cinthio’s Zrd/V/ lorn ly four Cu¬ 
pids. *SWg continues while they dejcend and 
land. They add refs them/elves to Elaria tfWBelle- 
mante.-Dollor fallson his Face , /£<? ref 
low very low as they pafs. TZxfy make Jigns to 
Keplair. 

A>/>. The Emperor wou’d have you rife, Sir, he will 
expetT no Ceremony from the Father of his Miftrifs. 

[Takes him up. 
Doll. I cannot, Sir, behold his Mightinefs-the 

Splendor of his Majefly confounds me-- 
Kep. You muft be moderate, Sir, it is expe&ed. 

[The two Lovers make all the Signs of Love in dumb 
flow to the Ladies, while the foft Mufick plays again 
from the End of the Song.-- 

Doll. Shall I not have the Joy to hear their Heavenly 
Voices, Sir ? 

Rep. They never fpeak to any Subject, Sir, when 
they appear in Royalty, but by Interpreters, and that 
by way of Stentraphon, in manner of the Delphick 
Oracles. 

Doll. Any way, fo I may hear the Sence of what they 
wou’d fay. 

Kep. No doubt you will--But fee the Emperor 
commands by figns his Foreigners to dance-*— 

[Soft Mufick changes. 
[A very Antick Dance. The Dance ended, the Front 

Scene draws off, and fhows a Temple, with an Altar, 
one fpeak ing thorugh a Stentraphon from behind it. 
Soft 'Mufick plays the while. 

Kep. Mod Learned Sir, the Emperor now is going to 
declare himfelf, according to his Cuftom, to his Subjects. 
Liilen.^^— Sten. 
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Sten. Mod Reverend Sir, whofe Vcrtue did incite us, 

Whofe Daughters Charms did more invite us; 
We come to grace her with that Honour, 
That never Mortal yet had done her, 
Once only, Jove was known in Story, 
To vifit Semele in Glory. 
But 1'atal was, he fo enjoy’d hcr,^ 
Her own ambitious Flame deftroy’d her. 
His Charms too fierce for Flelh and Blood, 
She dy’d embracing of her God. 
We gentler marks of Paflion give, 
The Maid we love, fliall love and live; 
Whom vifibly we thus will grace, 
Above the reft of human Race. 
Say, is’t your Will that we lhou d Wed her, 
And nightly in Difguifes Bed her. 

Dott. The Glory is too great for Mortal Wife. 
[Kneels with Tranfport. 

Sten. What then remains, but that we confummate 
This happy Marriage in our fplendid State > 

Docf. Thus low I kneel, in thanks for this great Blefting. 
[Cinthio takesULhnz ly the Hand; Charmante, Bel- 

#lemante ; two of the Singers in white being Priefis% 
they lead 'em to the Altar, the whole Company di¬ 
viding on? either' fide. Where, while a Hymeneal 
Song is fang, the Priefi joy ns their Hands. The 
Song ended, and they Marry d, they come forth ; 
but before they come forward,-two Chariots de¬ 
fend, one on one fide above, and the other on the 
other fide; in which, is Harlequin drefs'd like'a 
Mock Hero, with others, and Scaramouch in the 
other, drefs* d fo in Helmets. 

Scar. Stay mighty Emperor, and vouchfafe to be the 
Umpire of our Difference. [Cinthio figns to Keplair. 

Kep. What are you? 
Scar. Two neighbouring Princes to your vaft Domi¬ 

nion. 
Har. Knights of the Sun, our Honourable Titles. 

And fight for that fair Mortal, Mopfophil. 
K Mop. 
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Mop. Blefs us!-my two precious Lovers, I’ll war¬ 

rant ; well, I had better take up with one of them, than 
lye alone to Night. 

Scar. Long as two Rivals we have Lov’d and Hop’d, 
Both equally endeavour’d, and both fail’d. 
At laft by joynt Confent, we both agreed 
To try our Titles by the Dint of Lance, 
And chofe your Mightinefs for Arbitrator. 

Kep. The Emperor gives Confent.-- 
[They both, all arm’d with gilded Dances and Shields 

of Black, with Golden Suns painted. The Mufick 
plays a fighting Tune. They fight at Barriers,to the 
Tune.— —Harlequin is often Foil'd, but advances 
fiill; at laft Scaramouch throws him, and is Con¬ 
queror ; all give Judgment for him. 

Kep. The Emperor pronounces you are Vi<5tor.-- 
[To Scar. 

Doit. Receive your Miftrifs, Sir, as the Reward of your 
undoubted Valour-- [Prefents Mopfophil. 

Scar. Your humble Servant, Sir, and Scaramouch, re¬ 
turns you humble Thanks.--— [Puts off his Helmet. 

Doll. Ha,-Scaramouch— [Bawls out, and falls 
in a Chair. They all go to him. 

My Heart mifgives me-Oh, I am undone and cheated 
every way.- [Bawling out. 

Kep. Be patient, Sir, and call up all your Vertue, 
You’re only cur’d, Sir, of a Difeafe 
That long has raign’d over your Nobler Faculties. 
Sir, I am your Phyfician, Friend and Counfellor; 
It was not in the Power of Herbs or Minerals, 
Of Reafon, common Senfe, and right Religion, 
To draw you from an Error that unman’d you. 

Doll. I will be Patient, Gentlemen, and hear you. 
•-Are not you Ferdinand ? 

Kep. I am,-and thefe are Gentlemen of Quality, 
That long have lov’d your Daughter and your Neece. 
Don Cinthio this, and this Don Charmante, 
The Vice-Boys Nephews, both.- 
Who found as men-’twas impoilible to enjoy ’em, 
And therefore try’d this Stratagem- Cin. 
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Cin. Sir, I befeech you, mitigate your Grief, 

Altho’ indeed \vc are but mortal men, 
Yet we Hull Love you,— Serve you, and obey you — 

Doit. Are not you then the Emperor of the Moon > 
And you the Prince of Thunderlana .■» 

Cin. There’s no fuch Perfon, Sir. 
Thefe Stories are the Fantoms of mad Brains, 
To puzzle Fools withal—the Wife laugh at ’em,-1-- 
-Come Sir, you fhall no longer be impos’d upon. 

Dot7. No Emperor of the Moon,—and no Moon World! 
Char. Rediculous Inventions. 

If we’d not lov’d you, you’d been flill impos’d on; 
We had brought a Scandal on your Learned Name, 
And all fucceeding Ages had defpis’d it. [He leaps up. 

Dott. Burn all my Books, and let my Study Blaze, 
Burn all to Allies, and be fure the Wind 
Scatter the vile Contagious Monftrous Leys. 
-Molt Noble Youths —you’ve honour’d me with • 
your Alliance, and you, and all your Friends, Ahiftances 
in this Glorious Miracle, I invite to Night to revel with 
me.-Come all and fee my happy Recantation of all 
the Follies Fables have infpir’d till now. Be pleafant to 
repeat your Story, to tell me by what kind degrees you 
Cozen’d me - 

I fee there's nothing in Philofophy-- [Gravely to 

himjelf. 
Of all that writ, he was the wifeft Bard, who fpoke this 
mighty Truth.- 

“■ He that knew all that ever Learning writ, 
“ Knew only this-that he knew nothing yet. 

E Pi- 



EPILOGUE 
To be fpoken by Mrs. Coohg. 

With our old Plays, as with dull Wife it fares, 
To whom you have been marry''d tedious years. 

Ton Cry-She's wondrous good, it is confefs'd\ 
But fill 'tis Chapon Bouille at thebejh•, 
That con ft ant Dtjb can never makg a Pea ft : 
Tet the pall'd Pleafure you muft ftill purfMe, 
Ton give fo [mail incouragement for new -, 
And who wou 4 drudge forfuch a wretched Age ? 
Who want' the Bravery, to fupport one Stage. 
The wifer Wits have now new Ale a fares fct. 
And taken up new Trades, that they may hate, 
No more your nice fafttaftick^pleafares ferve, 
Tour Pimps you pay, but let your Poets ftarve. 
They long in vain, for better Vfage hop'd, 
Till quite undone and tir'd, they dr opt and dr opt , 
Not one is left will write for thin third day. 
Like defperate Picaroons, no Prize no Pay •, 
And when they've done their heft, the Recompence, 
Is, Dam the Sot, his Play wants common Senfe. 
Ill natur'd wits, who can fo ill requite 
'The Drudging Slaves, who for your Pleafure write. 

Lookback on flouriflrivg Rome, ye proud Ingrates, 
And fee how flse her thriving Poets treats : 
Wifely fhe priz'd 'em at the nobleft Rate, 
As neccffary Minifttrs of State, 
And contributions rais'd to mak$ 'em great. 
They from the publick, Bank^jhe did maintain, 
And freed from want, they only writ for Fame j 
And were as ufeful in a City held. 
As formidable Armies in the Field. 
They but a Conqueft over Men purfli d. 
While thefe by gentler force the Soul fubdud. 
Not Rom: in all her happiefl Pomp cou'd ftsow 
A greater Cxfar than we boafl of now -, 
Augufhis Reigns, but Poets ftill are low. 

May Caefar live, and while his Mighty Hand 
Is Scattering Plenty over all the Land 
With God-lfte Bounty rccompencing all. 
Some fruitful drops ?nay on the ATitfles fall •, 
Since hone ft Pens do his juft caufe afford 
Equal Advantage with the ufeful Swcrd. 
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